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Acerca de este libro 


Esta es una copia digital de un libro que, durante generaciones, se ha conservado en las estanterias de una biblioteca, hasta que Google ha decidido 
escanearlo como parte de un proyecto que pretende que sea posible descubrir en linea libros de todo el mundo. 


Ha sobrevivido tantos años como para que los derechos de autor hayan expirado y el libro pase a ser de dominio público. El que un libro sea de 
dominio publico significa que nunca ha estado protegido por derechos de autor, o bien que el periodo legal de estos derechos ya ha expirado. Es 
posible que una misma obra sea de dominio público en unos paises y, sin embargo, no lo sea en otros. Los libros de dominio público son nuestras 
puertas hacia el pasado, suponen un patrimonio histórico, cultural y de conocimientos que, a menudo, resulta dificil de descubrir. 


Todas las anotaciones, marcas y otras señales en los márgenes que estén presentes en el volumen original aparecerán también en este archivo como 
testimonio del largo viaje que el libro ha recorrido desde el editor hasta la biblioteca y, finalmente, hasta usted. 


Normas de uso 


Google se enorgullece de poder colaborar con distintas bibliotecas para digitalizar los materiales de dominio público a fin de hacerlos accesibles 
a todo el mundo. Los libros de dominio publico son patrimonio de todos, nosotros somos sus humildes guardianes. No obstante, se trata de un 
trabajo caro. Por este motivo, y para poder ofrecer este recurso, hemos tomado medidas para evitar que se produzca un abuso por parte de terceros 
con fines comerciales, y hemos incluido restricciones técnicas sobre las solicitudes automatizadas. 


Asimismo, le pedimos que: 


+ Haga un uso exclusivamente no comercial de estos archivos Hemos diseñado la Búsqueda de libros de Google para el uso de particulares; 
como tal, le pedimos que utilice estos archivos con fines personales, y no comerciales. 


+ No envíe solicitudes automatizadas Por favor, no envíe solicitudes automatizadas de ningún tipo al sistema de Google. Si esta llevando a 
cabo una investigación sobre traducción automática, reconocimiento óptico de caracteres u otros campos para los que resulte util disfrutar 
de acceso a una gran cantidad de texto, por favor, envienos un mensaje. Fomentamos el uso de materiales de dominio publico con estos 
propósitos y seguro que podremos ayudarle. 


+ Conserve la atribución La filigrana de Google que verá en todos los archivos es fundamental para informar a los usuarios sobre este proyecto 
y ayudarles a encontrar materiales adicionales en la Búsqueda de libros de Google. Por favor, no la elimine. 


+ Manténgase siempre dentro de la legalidad Sea cual sea el uso que haga de estos materiales, recuerde que es responsable de asegurarse de 
que todo lo que hace es legal. No dé por sentado que, por el hecho de que una obra se considere de dominio público para los usuarios de 
los Estados Unidos, lo será también para los usuarios de otros países. La legislación sobre derechos de autor varía de un país a otro, y no 
podemos facilitar información sobre si está permitido un uso específico de algún libro. Por favor, no suponga que la aparición de un libro en 
nuestro programa significa que se puede utilizar de igual manera en todo el mundo. La responsabilidad ante la infracción de los derechos de 
autor puede ser muy grave. 


Acerca de la Búsqueda de libros de Google 


El objetivo de Google consiste en organizar información procedente de todo el mundo y hacerla accesible y útil de forma universal. El programa de 
Búsqueda de libros de Google ayuda a los lectores a descubrir los libros de todo el mundo a la vez que ayuda a autores y editores a llegar a nuevas 


audiencias. Podrá realizar búsquedas en el texto completo de este libro en la web, en la paginajhttp: //books.google.com 


This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized 
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the 
information in books and make it universally accessible. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGH 
DEPAPTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 
Office of Education 15 Minute Script 
Washington 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the 
Interior, Office of Education, Washington, D. C. The script remains 
the proverty of the Government and mast not be svonsored commercially. ) 


CAST 


ANTOUNC3R 
NORMAN 
USHER 
VALST 
PEYSICIAN 
"VOICE" 


see Last Pages for Production Notes 


ANNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down = alone - 


with a good book? 


ORGAN: UP SOFTLY WITH "MS@MORIZS!" SSTABLISH FIRST PERASS AND: 
ANLOUNCER Good books are like good friends — always there =~ always the. 


same ~ (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for you - one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library - if you'll go 


in — and asx for them, 


ORGA: RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANPARS AND IMEDIATELY_ IN BACKGROUND AS; 
ALT. OUNCER: This afternoon (or evening) the ......cecescceecses+ eee (Group) 


Of the covccveeceeveeeee( school, college, cam) brings you 


fifteen minutes = with an important writer, This is the 


134032=A 


IPAR 
-j U N> 


TR first in a new series of programs ~ "Treasures Next Door", 


Today may we present = Edgar Allen Poe! 


ORGAN: CONTINUES ALONE FOR TURES SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL: 
ATHOUNCER: Never was there an author that roused stch a storm of controversy. 


In Europe he was hailed as a genius, In his own land critics 
never have been able to agree, And the quarrel over Poe still 
rages, Listen to what critics say about him! 

ORGAN: S2@Uzn_ INTO "DANSE MACABRE" UNDER VOICES 

lst VOICE: His talent was extraordinary, but he did not give the world 
one single inspiring thought! 

2nd VOICE: His is the most distinctive art the New World has produced! 

sra VOICE: Distinctive, perhaps! But it was the product of a sickly body 
and a diseased imagination! 


2nd VOICE: Poe never discovered the difference between the real world and 


the world of fantasy! : 


3rd VOICE: | He fled to dreams to escape from the wretchedness of his life, 
lst VOICE: Brilliant! 

end VOICE: Morbid! 

Srd VOICE: Weird! Wonderful! 

ORGAN: CRESCE™DO AID DIM INTO BACKGROUND AS: 

ANNOUNCER: What manner of man was this slender, pallid being, with his 


high full forehead anà flashing grey eyes? Was he painting a 
self-portrait when he created the unnaturally sensitive melar- 
choly Roderick Usher in his masterpiece, "The Fall of the house 


of Usher?" 
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CONTINUES FOR FIVE SECONDS AND FADES OUT ON CUE UNDER AMOUNCER 


So this is my welcome to the House of Usher ~ a bird of ill omen! 


What a desolate spot! No wonder my old schoolmate begs for cheer- 


(CALLING) What he? The House! A visitor to the House of Usher! 


ORGANS 

ANJOUNCER: The House of Usher, among dank sedges and decaying white tree 
stems, with the dark lurid waters of a tarn or lake linping its 
grey walls. 

SOUND: HOOFS CLATTIR TO A STOP, BIRD SCREICE?S EARSHLY 

NORMANS 
ful society! 

SOUND: RINGS BELL ~ WHICH BCHOSS WITHIN HOUSE 

NORMAN: 

VOICE: (CALLING WITHIN) I!11l let down the drawbridge, sir! 

SOUND: SLOW CLATTER AND CRASH OF BRIDGE, HORSE RATTLES OVIR It. 

VALET: (WITHIN) A moment, sir! This door is seldom opened, 

SOUND; KEY GRATING, DOOR OFENS 

NORMAN: I'm Norman Legrand - an old friend of your master, 

OERVANT: Welcome to the House of Usher! 

SOUND: BIRD SCREZSCH2S AGAIN 

NORMAN: Plague take that bird! I should think your master would have 
them killed! 

VALET: Oh, no ~ sir! There have always been vultures here, 

VALET: I'll send a boy for your horse, sir. 

NORMAN: (GOING) Roderick Usher is expecting me, I supoose. 

VALET: (VOICE COMING FROM DISTANCE) Oh, yes. He heard you coming two 
and more hours ago, 

SOUND: DOOR CLOSES 

VALET: This way, please, sir! 
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NORMANS (BuWILDERED) You ssy he heard me coming two nours ago. I dontt 
understand, 
PHYSICIAN: (SQUEAKY) Good day, young sir! I'm delighted to see you have 


come! You will be a comfort to Mr. Usher, He'll soon need com- 


fort, I fear, (LAUGHS CACKLING) Heh, heh =- well, good day, sir - 


good day. 
NORMAN: Who was that fellow who just passed us on the stairs? 
VALET: The physician, sir. Down this passage if you please. 
NORMAN: Physician! Is Roderick ill? 
VALET: No. It is his sister, the lady Madelaine...» 


(LOWERING HIS VOICE) She won't be on earth much longer =~ but 


it's taken her ten long years to die, 


ORGAN: ATONE FOR THRES SECONDS AND FADE OUT UNDER 

SOUND: KNOCKING ON DOOR 

VALET: (CALLING) Mr, Usher! Your friend has arrived! 

USHER: (OFF MIKE) (HOLLOW, MELANCHOLY, UNREAL) Come in! 

SOUND: DOOR CRHAKS OPEN 

VOICE: ( NEARIR) Norman Legrand! Forgive me for not being at the door 


of my house to welcome you, 


NORMANS: (WITH EFFORT) Is it really you, Roderick? I would hardly 
know you! 
USHER: I do not make a habit of looking into mirrors much, yet I know 


that I have changed, These pallid cheeks, this hollowed fore- 
head, these lacklustre eyes. 
NORMAN: (LAUGHING HSARTILY) Nonsense, old boy! 
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It was sood of you to come to try to help me, I tnought that 
perhaps a inuman hand, a warm, living hand = in this house of 
shadows.... 

Your valet just told me of your sister's illnees. 

I'm so sorry to hear of it, 

Hist! There she is now, N through the far end of the 
apartment! 

Good heavens! (LOW) What was it the fellow said? She has 
been ten years dying? She looks as though she has been ten 
years dead! 

(BUILDING) My last relative on earth, my one companion! 

But she's able to be about, The doctors may be wrong, 

No, no = she has steadily refused to give way to the mysterious 
malady that has wasted her to what you just saw, But at any 
moment now I expect to hear that she is gone, Did you hear me 
Singing when you came? I was composing her dirge, 

Come, caes now, old friend, Why -~ what a conversation we've 
gotten into ~ death and dirges and all that sort of thing ~- 
let's have a livelier air...(HUMS GAY MUSIC) 

(WITH CRY OF PAIN) Wo! No! I can't bear it! 

What can't you bear? 

I have a strange affliction, a nervous disorder hereditary 

to my house, It has mace my senses morbidly acute, I can 
eat only the most insipid food, bear only garments of a cer- 
tain texture against my skin, The smell of flowers makes me 


swoon, Most of all I am sensitive to sounds,... 
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(LOW) Yes, I am haunted by sounds no one else seems able to 
hear, Listen! Do you hear that? That faint rustle? 

I hear nothing excent your infernal vultures over the tarn, 

I hear the worms, my friend! 

Worms! 

Far down in the earth the worms are stirring gnawing.... 

Oh, I say - you can't hear worms} 

And that's not all I hear, I hear the stones decaying in the 
walls, I hear my sister's heavy breathing in her room... 

This is folly, Roderick! You must throw off such thoughts, 
Folly! But I shall perish of this folly one day! I am terri- 
fied of terror! There is a doom on this Eouse of Usher, Norman, 
(BUILDING) That's what I am listening for, the approach of doom! 
It's the atmosphere of this place — I felt it myself when I 
first saw it, and heaven knows I am just an ordinary man and not 
at all sensitive! You should leave this house, Roderick, Come 
witn me into the everyday world...» 

BELL BsGINS TO TOLL, DING ~ DONG ~ DING ~ DONG 

What does that bell mean, Roderick? 

It means that Lady Madelaine is dead, 

(ECHO) Dead,.Dead! (FADING) Dead.. e. 

CONTINUES ALONG FOR THREE SECONDS THEN IN BACKGROUND AS: 

ALONG AND OUT UNDER SOUND 

FEET ON STONE DESCENDING FOR FIVE SECONDS ~ HOLLOW CLANG OF 
TRON DOOR OPENING 

(ECHO MIKE) Madelaine was afraid of open places and the night! 


She has lived so long inside of these grey walls, ~” She would not 
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have rested easy in her grave! (WHISPER) I would have heard 


her turning in her grave! 


VOICE: (ECHO MIKE - SOFTLY) Grave! Grave! ... (FADING) GRAVE....! 
NORMAN: Surely that isn't your real reason, Roderick? 
USHER; (IN WHISPER) lo, there is another reason - but I-I cannot tell 


you what it is. It is much too terrible. 
NORMAN: Well, after all, this vault is no worse than the rooms above ~ 


living in this house is like being buried alive! 


VOICE: (LOW) Alive! .....Alive!,....(FADING) Alive!..... 

USHER: Buried alive! Ah (LAUGHS AND THE SCHOS CATCH UP HIS LAUGHTER) 
Ha' Ha! Ha! 

NORMAN: Let's get out of here, I'm chilled through. We'll have a fire 


in your apartment, Let's go up and ~ and talk of pleasant things! 
USHER: (IN DESPAIR — HOLLOW AND ECHOING) I was wrong to send for you, 
old friend, You have no place in this house, Go while you can! 
As for me it is too late! 
VOICE: (ECHO MIKE) Too late! Laaate! (FADING) late! i 
NORMAN: I can't leave you now, I'll stay! Come Roderick! The candle 
burns blue in this fetid air! 
USHER: Farewell Madelaine! Farewell, sister! (GOING) 
VOICE: Farewell. Farewelll! (FADING) Farewell! 
ORGAN: UP AND UNDER AS 
| ANNOUNCER: (OVER) And now a change came over the ravaged countenance of 


the Master of the House, The pallor of his cheeks grew still 


more ghastly. He could not remain still but paced up and down, 
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More than once he seemed struggling to divulge some fearful secret, 
Then came a night of storm tnat rocked the ancient Eouse of Usher, 
SWELLS AND FAES OUT UNDER SOUND 

RISING TEMPEST : WAIL OF WIND ~ RATTLE OF SHUTTERS 

There is no sleep in this house, I may as well give up the effort, 
That wind sounds like voices! JI'11 shut the windows! 

(SLAMMING OF SHUTTERS) -— THERE! (WIND CEASES ~ SILENCE) 

If I stayed here much longer I'd be as near the verge of mad- 

ness as Rederick Usher! My poor old schoolfellow, I'm afraid 
he's lost... 

KNOCKING ON DOOR 

NORMAN! (OFF MIKE) 

(CALLING) Roderick! 

DOOR OPENS 

So you can't sleep either, my dear fellow. Come in, and welll 
keep each other comoany, 

(COMING UP) So you haven't seen our illumination! Put out your . 
candle! The light of my house is brighter. I'll open the shutters, 
OPEN WINDOW 

WIND MACHINE — LAUGHTER 

(OVER SOUND) The glow you see comes from no moon or stars! It 

is the light of tombs! 

Shut that window! 

WINDOW SLAMMED SHUT. NOISE OUT 

Come away from that window, Those spectral lights have a per- 
fectly natural origin, They're phosphorescence from the stag- 
nant waters of the tarn! Sit down,..Let us talk auietly, as 


8 


Digitized by Google 


USHERS 


NORMANS 
USHER: 
NORMAN: 


USHER: 


VOICE: 


NORMANS 


SOUND: 


USHER? 


NORMAN: 


USHER: 


SOUND: 
ORMAI; 


134032- A 


we did lons ago at school, 

Long ago. I can't remember.. how can I think of anything when 
my sister is dead! (IN LOW INTENSE VOICE) You saw her placed 
in her coffin ~ a year ago — why do you look at me like that? 
The Lady Madelaine died a week ago, Roderick! 

A year, a week = it is all the same! I am the last of the race, 
(URGENTLY) Not if you rouse yourself! Leave this house! 

No, I must perish! Do you know what I shall die of! I'll tell 
you (WHISPERING) Fear, nothing but fear! 

(ECHO MIKE) Fear! Feeear! (FADING) Fear!... 

Here is one of your favorite books, "The Mad Trist" by Sir 
Launcelot Canning, I'll read and you shall listen, It'll help 
to pass this dreadful night. (BEGINS TO READ) "And Ethelred 
waited no longer to hold parley with the hermit, But uplifted 
his face and with blows quickly made room in the planking of the 
door for his gauntleted hand, And the noise of the cracking 
and ripping of the wood reverberated through the forest... 
CRACKING AND RIPPING AND BREAKING OF WOOD 

Do you hear that Norman, the ripning of wood, the iron scream 
of the hinges of the vault,...I know what she's doing! 

It's nothing I tell you -~ nothing, 

Madelaine will be here soon} She's coming to upbraid me for 
putting her in her tomb, so hurriedly? Don't you hear her foot- 
steps on the stair... 

FOOTSTEPS UP WOODEN STEPS 

No, No! There is an explanation of this, Believe me, Roderick — 


(BROKEN SPEECH) 
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USHER: Listen! Can't you hear the heavy beating of her heart? I tell 
you- that Madelaine now stands outside that door! Don't open 


that door =- don't — don't! 


SOUND: DOOR CRASHES OPEN. WIND SCREAM 
ORGAN: UNDER ANNOUNCER 


AITNOUNCER: (OVER) Who stood behind the door? What happened! If you want 
a thrilling experience - go to your public library and ask for 
one e the books by Edgar Allen Poe. The Librarian is ready 
to serve you in many ways - to help you read with a purpose - 
to help you with your particular job. Ask your librarian about 
these many helpful services which are yours for the asking. 

MUSIC: SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" ~ UP AND UNDER 

ANNOUNCER: Next .....00..-..ee(day and time) - the ............-+6 (group) 
Oi We saceaae oleae .e(school, college, camp) — will bring 
you another famous writer, Next week it!s James Fenimore 
Cooper =~ and his famous book =- "The Spy"! Nexte.o.ccoves( day) = 
same time ~ same station. 

MUSIC: UP_TO FINISH 


ANNOUNCER: This is Station ..... 
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USHER: Listen! Can't you hear the heavy beating of her heart? I tell 
you- that Madelaine now stands outside that door! Don't open 


that door — don't — don't! 


SOUND: DOOR CRASHES OPEN, WIND SCREAM 
ORGANS UNDER ANNOUNCER 


ANNOUNCER: (OVER) Who stood behind the door? What happened! If you want 
a thrilling experience =~ go to your public library and ask for 
one of the books by Edgar Allen Poe, The Librarian is ready 
to serve you in many ways - to help you read with a purpose -~ 
to help you with your particular job. Ask your librarian about 
these many helpful services which are yours for the asking. 


MUSIC: SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" - UP AND UNDER 


ANNOUNCER: Next 4.5 o.dedeusccaw (day and time) = the siete a eadierans ( group) 
Ot CNC iri o:d buenas tenid .e(school, college, camp) — will bring 
you another famous writer, Next week it!s James Fenimore 
Cooper =~ and his famous book =- "The Spy"! Next..s.sseeee( day) — 
same time ~ same station, 

MUSIC: UP_TO FINISH 


ANNOUNCER: This is Station ..... 
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TRAASURES NEXT DCOR Production Notes No. 1 
CAST: 
3 VOICES: (Page 2) These should be mature male voices, of as much ciffer- 


ence in pitch and quality as possible, but all delivered ina 
dispassionate, "March of Time" manner, 

NORMAN: Mature, cultured, sympathetic voice. Should be good emotional 
actor, as he really represents the audience's reactions to the 
eerie events which he witnesses. 

VALET; (Voice, Page 3) Old man, voice should suggest subdued fear 
with a touch of unreality. 

VOICE: (Page 4) (The Physician) Cackling, menacing quality. All 
voices except that of Norman should seem eerie, a little un- 
real. 

USHER; Should be about same age as Norman, but tired, sick, afraid - 
as indicated. "Hollow, melancholy, unreal". 

VOICE: (Page 6) (Echo) A hollow, sepulcral voice, on echo mike, if 
this is available. If not, a good effect can be obtained by i 
having actor talk across drum membrane. The voice should rever- 
berate, fading further from mike at each repetition of word. 
This same voice continues in same manner on following pages - 
does the echoing laughter middle of page 7, and (LAUGHTER) 
Page 8. 

SOUND: 

Page 3: (HOOFS CLATTER TO A STOP, BIRD SCREECHES HARSHLY) The hoofs 


are, of course, simulated with cocoanut shells or rubber 


Ll 
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plungers. Use them on hollow surface here. The rhythm should 
be broken as horse stops. Bird screech should be like that of 
vulture - recordings may be secured for this tyne of bird, or 
experiment with actor who may be able to simulate it. Should 
be off mike, and repeated a few times at different distances. 
(RINGS BELL) Old fashioned pull-bell - should not be electric 
bell of modern type. 

(SLOW CLATTER AND CRASH OF BRIDGE...HORSZ RATTLES OVER IT) 
Rattle of chains and dropping of heavy platform will give first 
effect, then hoofs on hollow wooden surface. 

Page 3: (KEY GRATING, DOOR OPENS) Use large key in actual lock that is 
rusty, if possible, Door should be heavy, and creak as it 
opens and shuts. This should apply in all cases throughout 
script. 

Page 6: (BELL BEGINS TO TOLL) Large bell, off mike. Musicians chimes 
can be used to advantage, using deep minor notes - two of them 
in slow, regular rhythm. Continue into music. (Fast ON STONE , 
DESCENDING) Hard heeled shoes should be used on composition 
board, slow ominous tread. 

(HOLLOW CLANG OF IRON DOOR OPENING) Chains, and key in rusty 
lock adds to effect. Roller skate drawn over iron plate will 
give good effect of iron door, 

Page 8s. (RISING TEMPEST.,..WAIL OF WIND...RATTLE OF SHUTTERS) Thunder 
sheet and wind machine should be used, with wood banged to- 
gether for shutters. Small pieces of wood in hands. 

(SLAMMING OF SHUTTERS) Slam pieces of wood tices Stop wind 


and thunder. 
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Page Be: (OPEN WINDOW...WIND MACHINE) Slam wood again, resume wind ma- 
chine and thunder as before. 

Page 9g (CRACKING AND RIPPING AND BREAKING OF WOOD) Use strawberry 
boxes, breaking them at varying distance from mike until desired 
effect is achieved. 

(FOOTSTEPS UP WOODEN STAIRS) Same as before, only on wooden 
platform, Slow, ominous, approaching mike from distance. 

(DOOR CRASHES OPEN...VIND SCREAM) Use heavy door, crashing 
back against wall as it opens. Bring up wind machine to highest 
pitch possible, cut as music comes in. 

MUSIC: As indicated in script, "DANSE MACABRE" can be used on an organ 
to advantage throughout program. <A good pianist will be able 
to improvise on the theme, or apply different portions to par- 
ticular scenes and interludes, or perhaps to comvose special 


themes for the effects desired, 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
DEPARIMENT OF THe INTERIOR 


Office of Education 
washington 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Devartment of the In- 
terior, Office of Education, Washington, D.C. The script remains the 
property of the Government and mst not be sponsored commercially.) 


ANNOUNCER 
JAMES F. COOPER 
MRS. COOPER 
CLD LADY - 


SKI NNER 


HARVEY BIRCH, the "Spy" 
WHARTON 

SARAH, Wharton's daughter 
FRANCES, Wharton's daughter 
CAPTAIN HENRY, Wharton's son 
HARPER 

MAJOR DUNWOODIE 

JOHN BIRCH, Harvey's father 
COLONEL 


See Last Pages for Production Notes 


ANNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down - 
alone ~ with a good book? 

ORGAN: (UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIES" ESTABLISH FIEST PHRASE AND:) 

ANNOUNCER: Good books are like good friends - always there - always the 


same - (WARM IT UP) ‘They're waiting for you - one of many 
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things waiting for you in your public library ~ if you'll go 


in — ana ask for them. 


ORGAN: (RUX UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACK- 
GROUND AS:) 
ANNOUNCER: Every....c....-.-afternoon, (or evening) at this time the ........ 


(group) of the ..........(college, school or camp) will 
bring you fifteen mimutes - with an important writer. To- 
day we present ~ James Fenimore Cooper!, author of the 
first American novels. Perhaps no other great writer 
ever stumbled into his profession so casually as Cooper. 
In 1819, at thirty, he was a gentleman-farmer, living 
placidly on his estate in Westchester. (FADES) One day 


he finished reading aloud a new English novel. 


ORGAN: (OUT) 
COOPER: What trash, my dear Susan! I could write a better book than 
that myself. 


MRS COOPER: (LAUGHING MERPILY) You write a book? 

COOPER: (NETTLED) Way do you laugh? 

MRS COOPER: You hate even to write a letter! 

COOPER: We Americans praise these British novels as though there 
were no romance in our land. It makes my blood boil! 

MRS COOPER: (QUIETLY) And when your blood boils, James, things usually 
happen! 

COOPER: Why, every farmer in Westchester tells better yarns than 
this ~ real stories of pioneer life - Indians and revolu- 
tion. Here's rich, fertile valley ~ full of decent people ~ 
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divided against themselves. ‘There are a dozen books in this 
valley. 

I dare you to write one book, James. 

Very well ~ I will - I'll have the first chapter done by 
dinner fine, 

(UP AND OVER FADES DOWN UNDER AS:) 

(OVER) And James Fenimore Cooper did write a book. In 

the next ten years he published eleven novels ~ and all 

the hopes and frictions and impediments of the early days 
of this country are moving through his pages. Perhaps 

none of these books is more interesting then the strange 
tragic story of Harvey Birch - a man who walked alone ~ 

a pedaler, who during the Revolutionary times moved freely 
up and down, the neutral ground of the Hudson River Valley 
- hated by his patriot countrymen -~ shunned by his loyalist 
neighbors ~ reviled by the world as the Spy. 

(BRIEF TRANSITION AT SAME LEVEL) 

Let's turn back the years to the time of the American Re- 
volution. It's pleasant autumn afternoon in the village 
of Westchester, ~ Harvey Birch ~ a tall spare figure with 
heavy pack on his back -~ is walking down the cobbled street. 
As he walks along the eyes of his neighbors follow him - 
and their thoughts are so malignant that they can almost 
be heard. 


(SEGUE INTO PEDDLE? THEME UNDER) 
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OLD LADY: (CLEAR WHISPER - SHE HATES HIM) There goes that Harvey Birch. 
SKINNER: They say he's got two hundred guineas in British gold hidden 


in his cottage. 

KATY: Bad luck to you, Harvey Birch. 

CHILD: Ya - Ya old Harvey Birch....(PUZZLED) But I don't see his 
horns and tail - if he's Satan like father says - where's 
his horns and tail? 

ORGAN: ( TRANSI TION) 

ANNOUNCERS Harvey Birch knows their thoughts. He looks neither right 
nor left as he goes his solitary way through the village. 
He walks up the hill to the home of a well-to-do family. 


Up the steps and to the front door. 


SOUND: (KNOCK ON DOOR: PAUSE: KNOCK ON DOOR: DOOR OPENS) 
MAID: (SLIGHTLY OFF) Yes, who is it? Oh, Harvey Birch. 
BIRCH: Good afternoon. I've some new things in my pack - is the 


family at home? 


MAID: Well, they are...and again. 

BIRCH: Vill you ask them if I may come in? 

MAID: Yes, but you're to wait here in the vestibule. 

BIRCH: All right. 

MAID: (GOING) I'll be right back...you just wait there for a 
minute. 

SOUND: (DOOR OPENS) (STEAL IN AD LIB CONVERSATION) 

MAID: (OFF) Pardon me ~ but Harvey Birch is waitin! in the vesti- 
bule. 
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Harvey Birch? 

He mustn't come in here, father. Everybody says he's a spy. 
Then, Sarah, you shouldn't repeat it, Old Harvey Birch - 
any way I need some muslin for a dress. 

You'd idence brother's life for some finery? If the 
Continentals found your brother Henry here - an officer of 
the King ~ in disguise -~ they would arrest him as a spy. 
But father, it isn't the soldiers ~ it's only poor Harvey 
Birch, please let him in. 

Yes, father, let him come in. He can't do any harme 

He's more dangerous than any army, Henry, you should never 
have come. 

There's nothing to be afraid of. 

On the contrary everything is to be feared. We have a 
stranger stopping here — about whom we know very little. 

I advise you not to let Mr. Harper see you without your 
disguise., Put on that wig at once. 

Very well, father. 

(LAUGHING) Oh, how Hideous you look, Henry. 

Minx. 

(Cs¥) Please what am I to say to Harvey Birch? 

Tell him to come another day. 

Now hold on, Sarah - if Frances wants her muslin she shall 
have it. 


But the dangerescee 
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Harvey Birch knows I'm here. 

What? 

How could he know? 

Harvey Birch gave me the forged passport — to get through 
the teas: 

Then he is a spy! 

Of course, d! you think he'd make trouble for me? Fora 
British officer? 

Well, that puts a different face on it. 

Shall I tell him to come in? 

Yes, show him in, please. 

Yes'm 

(DOOR CLOSES) 

People say such dreadful things about Harvey Birch. It 
doesn't seem possible that he could be anything very sin- 
ister. How could any American betray his own countrymen? 
Now wait a minute, What's this? 

Your sister has become quite a rebel since a certain Major 
Dunwoocie was quartered here. 

Eow long has this been going on? 

Four months now. 

Don't tease me, Sarah. I'm thinking on liberty. -- 

Not love? 

No, andI - I just can't believe what they say about Harvey 


Birch, He has such honest eyes. 
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(DOOR OPES. . . CLOSES) 

(OFF) May I come in? 

Come in - come in ~ I hope you haven't come to tempt my 
giddy girls too much with finery, Birch. Remember ~ these 
are hard times. 

Oh, don't pay any attention to papa. Empty your pack and 
let's see everything. 

Empty, it is ~ and quickly. There. 

(AD LIB EXCITEMENT) Oh, what lovely laces. I want some of 
this India silk. Cherry ribbons - as I tive: See this 
sprigzed muslin, 

I simply rust have this lovely mirror. 

I understand, Birch, that we are indebted to you fora 
SELVL CC. cee 

(DOOR OP=NS) 

(OFF) Am I intruding? 

Not all all, Harper. We're just looking at some new finery. 
(OFF) So I see. 

why, Mr. Harper, you have on your great coat. Are you leaving 
ust 

Unrortunately, I must. 

Eave a look at my India silk, sir, before you go. 

Not interested, thank you. Mr. Wharton, I bid you goodbye. 
Thank you for your hospitality. 


Our pleasure, sire 
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HARPER: Miss Sarah. 


SARAH: Goodbye, Mr. Harper. 

HARPER: Miss Frances. 

FRANCES: Goodbye, Mr. Harper. 

HARPER: And, (PAUSE) Permit me ~ despite his uncomfortable looking 


di sguise to say goodbye to Captain Wharton. 
WHARTON: What's that? 
FRANCES & SARAH: (TOGETHER) Oh, Henry! What shall we do? (GASP) Oh — 
SOUND: (CRASH OF MIRROR) I was so startled, I've broken the 
mirror. That's bad luck. (ALMOST CRYING) 
HENRY: Don't be alarmed, girls.' It's quite all right. I admit I'm 


curious to see how this gentleman knew me. 


BIRCH: There's no secret about that. 

HARPER: When your father keeps pictures of you ~ in uniform over 
his fireplace -- it doesn't take much cleverness to recog- 
nize you. 

WHARTON: But you wor't betray my son? 

HARPER: Of course not. 

FRANCES: I'm sure, Mr. Harper wouldn't violate our hospitality. 

HARPER: Please don't alarm yourselves. I was surprised to see 


Captain Wharton, that's all. He runs a serious danger 
by being here. 


WHARTON 


I know, I know, 
HARPER Ss Fortunately, if something should happen -~ I may have it in 


my power to help you. 
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Then you expect trouble? 

In these times you can hardly expect anything else. 

But you're a civilian ~ how could you help us? 

A man may not always show his true colors. 

That's true enough. Well, remember what I've told you — 
and don't hesitate to call on me. 

We shall remember. 

And now, it's almost sunset. May such a glorious sunset 
follow the day of our country's adversity. 

Amen. 

I must te on my way. Goodbye. 

(AD LIB GOODSYE) 

(DOOR OPENS AND CIOSES) 

What a strange man, 

Ee is rather a mystery, isn't he? It seems to me his face 
is vaguely familiar. 

Harvey Birch. They say you know the secrets of both armies ~ 
can you tell us anything about our visitor? 

(TONELESSLY) I am only a poor peddler, but I'ma good 
judge of men - I would:'t trust that man too far. 

What do you mean? What do you know about Harper? 

Very little. 

Don't put me off ~ think what this means to us ~ my son -~ 
if he were causht here without his uniform they'd --they'd 


hang him. 
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Wouldn't it be wiser not to wait until they caught him? If 
he left now, he'd be safe. 

Oh, you're all so suspicious! 

There's nothing to be afraid of. 

There's your life - in the hands of a stranger. 

You frighten me - I ~ (GASP) Listen. 

What's up? 

Do you hear anything? 

No, what d!' you mean? 

I thought I heard guns...Oh, Henry -- if the fighting 
should come this way. 

Captain Wharton ~ You had better shorten your visit. 

There isn't a soldier within miles. 

You're mistaken. Listen ~- 

(DISTANT SOUND OF SHOOTING) 

Great Heavens ~ muskets are popping over there. 

Oh, Henry, ~ he's right. You must go ~ quickly. 

It may be too late. 

(OFF) Come over here to the window - 

What do you see? 

Look - blue and tuff uniforms. They're in the front yard. 
I'm no spy. If the Continentals are coming here ~ it's Birch 
they're after. You'd better take you own advice, man, They've 


sworn to hang you. 
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Wouldn't it be wiser not to wait until they caught him? If 
he left now, he'd be safe. 

Oh, you're all so suspicious! 

There's nothing to be afraid of. 

There's your life - in the hands of a stranger. 

You frighten me - I — (GASP) Listen. 

What's up? 

Do you hear anything? 

No, what d' you mean? 

I thought I heard guns...Oh, Henry -- if the fighting 
should come this way. 

Captain Wharton ~ You had better shorten your visit. 
There isn't a soldier within miles. 

You're mistaken. Listen -— 

(DISTANT SOUND OF SHOOTING) 

Great Heavens ~ muskets are popping over there. 

Oh, Henry, ~ he's right. You mst go ~ quickly. 

It may be too late. 

(OFF) Come over here to the window -~ 

What do you see? 


Look ~ blue and buff uniforms. They're in the front yard. 


I'm no spy. If the Continentals are coming here ~ it's Birch 


they're after. You'd better take you own advice, man. They've 


sworn to hang you. 


LO 
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Aye, but I'm hard to string up. They've tried four times. 
Go out the back way -~ you could hide in the hills. 

You say that as if my being captured would make a difference, 
I can't bear to think of -- of. 

And I thought there were only two people in the world who 
would mind if I died. My old father ~ and him. 

Him? 

Him, who do you mean by him, Birch? 

(STARTLED) What's that - Oh, I didn't mean anything. I 
was just thinking aloud. Well, I'm going - I'll not be far 
away. My old father's failing fast. 

Oh, I'm sorry. We heard that he was ill. 

He won't live the night - and I wont leave him to die alone - 
not for all the troops in Christendom! 

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES) 

There's a strange lonely man. 

(AD LIB WELL OFF MIKE: POUNDING ON DOOR) 

Henry ~ the Continentals! 

All right. 

They'll be in here in a minute ~ hide ~ go upstairs and -- 
I'll stay right here. These ragtag bobtail rebels won't 
dare touch me. 

(KXOCKING: TRAPING) 


(WITHOUT) Open in the name of the Continental Congress! 
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(DOOR OPENS. .. TRAPING OF FEET) 

We are looking for a spy! 

Oh, sirs ~ my brother is no spy. He came to visit his old 
father and his sisters? 

Your prothes: eh? Aha, what's this ~ I see -~ a wig? The 
man we sought is the peddler, Harvey Birch ~ but this 
gentleman will do as well. Who are you, sir? 

(HAUGHTILY) Captain Henry Wharton of his Majesty's six- 
tieth Regiment. 

Captain Wharton ~ from my soul I pity you! What madness 
possessed you to come through our lines? 

Your sternness terrifies me! Surely you wouldn't arrest 
my brother. 

Frances, I would die for you — you must believe me, but 
this is a matter of honor! I mst arrest your brother. 
(SOBBING) Then...Henry is lost? 

(UP UNDER) 

(OVER) Captain Wharton was arrested, but the man hunt for 
Harvey Birch goes on. And the neighbors of Harvey Birch 
the hated, the accursed, hear the shouts, and know that 
their hour for revenge has come. 

(UP AND UNDER AS:) 

(CLOSE UP) Capture Harvey Birch ~ dead or alive! 


(DISTANCE) Capture the spy, Birch dead or alive! 
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Srd VOICES: (IN VERY FAR DISTANCE) Harvey Birch (FADING) Dead or 
AlLvVesecce 
CROWD: (CHEERS... BEGINJING TO RUMSLE..AD LIB) It's time we got 
rid of this traitor. Burn his house! Kill hin....... 
ORGAN: (TRANSITION AND FADE UNDEF AS:) 
ANNOUNCER: Meanwhile ~ in another part of the village - lies the father 


of Harvey Birch, very near to death. 


MUSIC: (OUT) 
OLD VOICE: (FEEBLE) Harvey! My son! I can't wait....emuch longer... 
KATY: Johnny Birch ~ a good patriot like you should be thinkin! 


of higher things than that scapegrace son of yours. 
VOICE: No, no - Harvey's a good boy ~- I know him better than the 


WOrlLd. cece 


SOUND: (DOOR OPENS) 

BIRCH: (OFF) Father! (COMING UP BREATHLESS) Is my father still 
alive? 

KATY: Yes. He'll not die till the cock crows. 

BIRCH: (GASPING) Woman, get out of here. They're after me. A 


mob is coming! Hark! 

SOUND: (MOB RUMBLING... DISTANT) 

KATY: (IN ANGER) I'm your father's housekeeper, but not yours, 
Harvey Birch! 

SOUND: (DOOR SLAMS) 


VOICE: Harvey, is that you, my boy? 
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Don't leave me, father! I can't bear it! I'll be all 
alone. (S035) 

Yes, you will be a pilgrim...through life, my poor boy. No 
ons will ever know the truth...but God. 

You forget there is one other, father - he knows what I am. 
Aye.. but he cannot recognize you by word or sign...it's 
a hard road you've chosen to walk, my son, but you must 
travel it - to the end without family - or friends...and 
now without a father. 

(MOB CLOSE...SHOUTS) Harvey Birch, hang him! Burn his 
housed 

(DOOR OPENS...MOB LOUD) 

What do you want, neighbors? 

(FURIOUSLY) Your blood money with George's face stamped 
on it. 

Take the trash and leave my father to die in peace. 
Where's it hid? 

Under the hearthstone. 

(SHOUTS...POUNDING ON STONE...MORE SHOUTS) 

Here's proof we've got a spy in our midst, neighbors! 
Hang him, hang Harvey Birch! 

No, turn him over to the Continental troops? 

Burn his house! 


(COCK CYS) 
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HARVEY: (IN DEADLY TONE) My father has just breathed his last! 


What you can do to me now matters little! 


LOTE: Seize him! Bind him! 
HARVEY: Take me and gladly. But one thing I ask. As you're God- 


fearing people ~ promise to give my poor father a cecent 


burial! 
ORGAN: (U? IN BACKGROUND) 
WOMAN: Yes, and we'll send the parson to you, too, Harvey - to com 


fort your last hours...in memory of the old days when you 


were a little boy in this village! 


HARVEY: Thank you...Goodbye to you all! 
ORGAN: (UP AND UNDER AS:) 
ANNOUNCER: (OVER) Earvey Birch is led away. Meanwhile at the house 


on the hill, a hastily summoned military court had heard 
henry Wharton confess that he had come through the enemy 


lines disguised under a forged transvort. 


COLONSL: (CALLING) And Henry Wharton shall be shot at sunrise! 
as a spy! 

FOANCES: (CRYING OUT) No, no! My brother, a spy! 

COLONEL: (SADLY) Come, gentlemen — we leave the prisoner in your 


hands, Dunwoodie. 


ORGAN: (BRIEF TRANSITION) 

WARTON : There must be something we can do. 

FRACICES: I've just remembered. Mr. Harper promised to befriend us! 
DUNVOODIE: Harper! Frances, what do you know of that man, Harper? 


15 


Digitized by Google 


134032-B 


FRANCES: Ee was here in this house for two days! He saw Henry come - 


he promised us his friendship. 


DUNWOODIE: If he said that, Frances, Henry may yet be saved. 
WEARTON: How could a private citizen save him? 
DUNWOODIE:° I can't explain. Casper, saddle your horse, I'll spend the 


night riding with Harper! 

ER TRY: Before you go to seek him, Major Dunwoodie, I have several 
requests to make! Protect my father and my family from the 
stigma that will attach to my name. And now, Frances, one 
thing more, do not lay the blame for my death on this man 
whom you love. Give me the happiness of knowing that you 


will be happy! 


FRANCES: Oh, Henry, Henry. How can I think of such things, now? 
HENRY: I may not be here tomorrow- 

WHARTON: iiy son, my son! 

HaNRY: Father — you will to see a new America. I've been a loyal 


soldier of the King — but I believe that if the colonies 
win their independence I could have made as loyal a 
citizen of the new republic. 


MUSIC: | (UP AND UNDER 


ANMOUNCER: (OVER) Later that night - as Captain Wharton waits alone 
in his cell —- during his last hours ~ the heavy door is 


unlocked, a minister is announced. 


MUSIC: (UP AND UNDER) 
VOICE: Pass, parson. I'll leave you alone with him. Call out if 


you want me. (DOOR CLOSES) 
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(DISGUISED VOICE) Is it you, my young friend who stands in 
the valley of the shadow of death? There is a power above 
that will sustain you if you seek mercy. 

It was kind of you to come, sir. 

(NATURAL VOICZ) Kinder than you know. 

Great heavens, Harvey Birch. 

Shh,....not so loud. 

I thought they had captured you - I thought --- 

I've been captured before. 

But these clerical clothes. 

I - un - borrowed them from the reverend gentleman who came 
to prepare me for hanging at dawn. He didn't make any ob- 
jections —- he couldn't very well with his cravat stuffed 
in his mouth. 

You're a strange, ingenious fellow, Birch. But why come here? 
You could be miles away --- 

I had a reason, Captain Wharton. 

Loyalty to his Majesty? 

No, his Majesty had nothing to do with it. I came because 
your sister spoke kindly to me. You don't know what it 
means to have someone speak to mo that way. I've been 
hunted like a beast these three years. Death itself would 
be easier than the life I've lived. Only two men know me - 
my father and one other.... 


And the other? --- 
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I can never tell... 

I'm sorry. I didn't mean to pry into your secrets —— but 
there's little else for us to do. We'll never escare. 

We can try. 

Eow? 

Come over here ~~ I'1l tell you -- we must speak in whispers. 
Listen, someone's coming! 

Then, there's no time to lose! 

(WHISPERING) 

(UNDER UP AS:) 

What happened next? Did Captain Wharton make his escane? 

Who was the mysterious tir. Harper, and was he able to assist 
the young officer? And most of all what was the true story 
of Harvey Birch the veddler. Let us turn the pages to the 
back of the book and steal a glance. It is thirty-three 
years later. 1813. Once again the British battle on American 
soil. The red coats are driven from Lundys! Lane -- and after 
the battle. 

(PEDDLERS THEM) 

(COMING UP) Hulloa! Who's this? 

Some peddler, by his pack! Poor old man, killed by a stray 
bullet. 

Well, he didn't lose many years — he must have been eighty 


at least! 
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(COMING UP) Why that's old Harvey Birch — I used to see 
him around when I was a boy! (LAUGHS) That's funny! 

Funny ~ because a harmless old man has been killed? 

No, because he was killed by a British bullet in 1813 in- 
stead of byan American halter in 1780. 

(AD LIB) Halter - why — you mean? 

He was a famous spy. He sold colonial lives for British 
gold! 

A British spy! Why wasn't he shot? 

He had Beelzebub's own luck, Hello (SUDDEN INTEREST) 
mat's that in his hand? | 

It's a paver of some sort. Let's see. 

Can you read it? 

The ink is almost faded out. But there's a name at the end. 
Good heavens! 

What does it say, let me read it too. 

(LOW) All these years he's been carrying this letter and 
never let anyone know! Why it's incredible. Look at this 
pape rt 

(UP AND FINISH) 

What famous name was signed to that letter that Harvey Birch 
carried? One more question that can be answered by reading 
"The Spy". 

(OVER) If you want a delightful experience get one of the 


novels of James Fenimore Cooper - and live again in the 
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early years of this country. If you have no public library - 

you may be able to borrow Cooper's books from the state 

library at your state capitol. 

(SEGUS INTO MEMORIES...ESTABLISE AND UNDER AS:) 

NeXt a coers (day and time) the....... . (group) of the 
l... .. (school, college or camp) will bring you another 

famous writer. Next week it's Oliver Wendell Folmes - 

and his famous story - "The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table"! 


NONE cccindc oes (day) - same time ~ same station. 


MUSIC: (U? TO FINISH) 


ANNOUNCER: 


This is station .......... 
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TESASCISRS NEXT DOOR Production Notes No. 2 
PAST? 
COOPER: Pleasant voice — "gentleman farmer, age thirty." A man of 


MRS COOPER: 


OLD LADY: 
SKLIWIER: 
KATY: 


CHILD: 


MAID: 


BIRCH: 


WHARTOI : 


action, proud of his country, and roused to accomplishment 

by his wife's good-natured "ribbing". 

Young wife, fond of husband, but also fond of a joke on him. 
She should talk and laugh pleasantly, with no hint of bitter- 
ness in her raillery. 

Rather cackling, unpleasant voice - malicious and gossinpy. 
Old man's voice, much like old lady's. 

A younger woman, out with malice, gossipy like others. 

Can be either girl or boy - about eight or nine years. (All 
these voices should be delivered in subdued voices close to 
mike, except the child's "Ya - Ya - ol! Harvey Birch", which 
should be called at the retreating man) 

Young woman with common place accent — may be played with slight 
New England twang, but not necessarily. 

Pleasant voice of young middle age. Should be good emotional 
actor. He is the hero, and mst command sympathy of auditors, 
even under adverse conditions. 

A stern but kindly father type. Robust, elderly voice, capable 
of both humor and command. 

The older and severer of tne sisters. About thirty. 

The younger, more sympathetic sister. Genteel, very pleasant 


voice. 


ol 


Digitized by Google 


HENRY: 


HARPER? 


DUNWOODIE: 


VOICsS: 


OLD VOICE: 


WO:KAN ; 


COLONSL: 


VOICE: 


VOICES: 


SOUND: 
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Young officer, pleasant, rather boyish with family. 

Deep voice - the villain type, but able to be pleasant and 
convincing when it suits his purpose., 

(Voice, page 12) Mature, cultured man, slightly military 
manner - skeri but also kind and likable. Should sound 
younger than Wharton, of course. 

(Page 13) First two characters in script can be used, with 
about six or eight others. Lines should be assigned to con- 
trasting voices. All angry - a mob. 

(JOHN BIRCH) A sick, feeble old man - tired, cracked voice. 
Must be able to act death scene convincingly. 

(Page 15) Simple, kindly, middle aged. 

Typical officer, doing his duty. 

(Page 16) A young soldier. Courteous to parson, but not emo- 
tional ~ matter-of-fact. 

(Page 18) First and second, middle aged voices - one may be 
ten years younger than other — should be easily recognizable 
by difference in pitch and quality. Third, old man ~ perhaps 
seventy. 

(Simple sounds considered in previous scripts will not be 


mentioned in following programs) 


(CRASH OF MIRROR) Use glass crash box, dropping pieces of glass 


into it will give desired effect. 
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Fla WRY: 


HARPER 


DUNWOODIE: 


VOICES: 


OLD VOICZ: 


WOMAN: 


COLONSL: 


VOICE: 


VOICES: 


SOUND: 
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Young officer, pleasant, rather boyish with family. 

Deep voice - the villain type, but able to be pleasant and 
convincing when it suits his purpose. 

(Voice, page 12) Mature, cultured man, slightly military 
manner -= ed but also kind and likable. Should sound 
younger than Wharton, of course. 

(Page 13) First two characters in script can be used, with 
about six or eight others. Lines should be assigned to con- 
trasting voices. All angry - a mob. 

(JOHN BIRCH) A sick, feeble old man - tired, cracked voice. 
Must be able to act death scene convincingly. 

(Page 15) Simple, kindly, middle aged. 

Typical officer, doing his duty. 

(Page 16) A young soldier. Courteous to parson, but not emo- 
tional ~ matter-of-fact. 

(Page 18) First and second, middle aged voices - one may be 
ten years younger than other — should be easily recognizable 
by difference in pitch and quality. Third, old man ~ perhaps 
seventy. 

(Simple sounds considered in previous scripts will not be 
mentioned in following programs) 

(CRASH OF MIRROR) Use glass crash box, dropping pieces of glass 


into it will give desired effect. 
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(DISTANT SOUND OF SHOOTING) Can be done with tambourine type 
with spatula snapped against membrane, or with whip or thin 
strip of wood against cushion - off mike. 

Special music was composed for this program, but a good pianist 
should be aTe to select themes suitable from the average musi- 
cal library. Remember, the period is that of the American 


Revolution. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 
Office of Education 
Washington 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the In- 
terior, Office of Education, Washington, D. C. ` The script remains the 


property of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially.) 


ANKOUNCER 

LANDLADY 

ELVIRY, her daughter 
OLIVER VENDELL HOLMES 
JOHN 

SCFHOOIMISTRESS 
DIVINITY STUDENT 
BILTDY 


See Last Pages for Production Notes 


ANNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down - 


alone ~ with a good book? 


ORGAN; (UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIES" ESTABLISH FIRST PHRASE AND) 
ANNOUNCER: Good books are like friends ~ always there - always the 


same ~ (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for you ~- one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library - if you'll go 
in — and ask for them. 


ORGAN: (RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACK- 


GROUND AS: ) 
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ANNOUNCER: 


ORGAN: (CONTINUES ALONS FOR THREE SECONDS A 


ANNOUNCER: 


ORGAN: 
SOUT 


LANDLADY: 
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This afternoon (or evening) the ...seccecsesceoee (Group) of the 


cc cecceveccccesvee(School, college or camp) brings you fif- 


teen minutes - with an important writer, 


T SAME LEVEL AND UNDER AS) 


(OVER) Today we bring you Oliver Wendell Holmes, physician, 


essayist, novelist, poet. The Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Table has been cherished by three generations for its wit 
and charm but not everyone knows that it is supposed to con- 
tain Holmes! own love story. It was written by a lover for 
all lovers. (FATES) The story begins when a door bell of a 
shabby-genteel boarding house in Boston gave a brisk ring...» 
OUT 

(PROLONGED RINGING OF DOORBELL) 

(NEW ENGLAND TWANG) Beats all haow soon's I git my hands 
into the flour bin that bell is mortal sartain to ring. I 
got a mind not to answer. 

(BELL RINGS AGAIN) 

(OFF) Ma! Ma! There's someone at the door and he looks 
like a prospect! 

(CALLING) Can't you go, Elviry? 

I sh'd say not! My hair is in papers and I look a sight. 
Well, I can't resk losin! a chance to rent the third floor 
front. 

(DOOR OPENS) 

(OUTSIDE) Good morning, Madam. If one is to believe a sign 


you have a vacancy here? 
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LANDLADY: That's c'rect. Room, breakfast and dinner - four dollars 'n 
h'af a week. 

FOLMES: Four dollars and a half? 

LANDLADY: (DEFENSIVELY) I know that's high, but so's coal and bacon 
and potatoes. I even have to pay my hired gal a dollar a 
week. You've no idee. 

HOLMES: I wasn't critizing your price. I was wondering that so much 


human thoughtfulness, and companionship could be bought so 


cheaply. 

HOLMES: = There is one question however, and that is who are my fellow- 
boarders? 

LANDLADY: Wal, le's see - there's the school mistress - a nice ray- 


fined little body but kinder peaked. She's just come from 
burying a parent. ' 

HOLMES: I know her kind. Patient, self-sacrificing - living on the 
crumbs of happiness. 

LANDLADY: Then there's the old gentleman opposite, and the divinity 
students, and the young feller they call John that's in 
trade daown taown. 

FOLMES: I have met him before, too, I think ~ a hundred of him ~ 
young, slangy, fond of his joke. 

LANDLADY: That's him to a T. Then there's my daughter, Elviry - and me. 

HOLMES: We should be a happy family! But, in all fairness, I must 
make a confession before we close the bargain. I havea 


habit, madam. (IN STAGE WHISPER) I'ma talker. 


Digitized by Google 


134032-C 


LANDLADY: (STAMMERING) A walker. You mean you walk in your sleep! 
IDIMZS: No, talker - not walker! I shall insist on monopolizing 


the conversation. 


LANDLADY: Oh, that'll be all right I guess. My folks mostly tends to 
eating. 

HOLMES: Then I will move in this very afternoon. Good day, madam! 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

ELVIRY: (FAITE IN) Did he take it, ma? What's he like? 

LANDLADY: He ain't like any boarder I ever seen in my boarn days, 


Klviry! But I kinder took to him. Real nice lookin! and 


pleasant spoken. 


ELVIRY: (FADE...GIGGLING) lucky I didn't go to the door in papers, 
mae (FADE) 
LANDLADY: A single gentleman and well off. (TO SELF) Elviry ought to 


be settled in life. She's gettin! on most eighteen. (FADE) 
I wonder .coee 

ORGAN: (UP AND UNDER AS: ) 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER:) The new boarders fluent conversation bewildered 
and enlivened the dull breakfast table. And perhaps there 
never were quite such breakfast talks as (FADE) this for ex- 
ample in the cheerful basement dining room on an unfashion- 


able Boston street. (OUT) 


ORGAN: OUT 

SOUND: (CLATTER OF DISHES,..RATTLE OF SILVERWARE. ,,POUNDING ON TABLE) 
JOHN: Biddy! Biddy] Where's the butter? 

BIDDY: (OFF) Sure - an Oim coming. 
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ALL: 
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JOHN: 
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ELVIRY: 


LANDLADY: 


JOHN: 
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Why is a boarding house breakfast like a garden? Because the 
butter flies? 

(LAUGH AND LIB) Awful. Terrible! 

(STERNLY) Another pun like that and I shall regard it as a 
hint to change my boarding place, young man! Words are too 
precious to be insulted. 

(TIMIDLY...VERY SWEET VOICE) Oh, Mr. Holmes. I try to tell 
my pupils that. 

When John Ibe visited Richard Roe with a charity subscription 
list, Roe asked, "When is charity like a top?" "I give up", 
replied Ine. "When it begins to hum" answered Roe with a 
snigger, Whereupon Doe very properly took up a volume of 
law statutes and hit him over the head. 

(LAUGHING) When it begins to hum} Haw, haw ~ pooty good! 
Surely sir - no court would regard a pun as an excuse for 

mur der e 

Perhaps not, Mr. Divinity Student, but when the judge asked 
Roe whether he offered the jest as a defense and the prisoner 
replied, "Jest so, Judge", he was sentenced to a long term 
in prison, 

(GIGGLING) Oh, Mister Holmes ~ I'm sure I never can tell 
whether to take you serious or not. 

My daughter, Elviry is lit-ry too, Mister Holmes. She 
writes voetry,. 


look out--there goes your cup! 
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(CRASH OF DISH) 

I'm sorry, Mrse Miller. Put it on my bill. I always break 
cups when I hear of young ladies writing poetry. It makes 
me nervous. 

(NASTILY) I bet that's a sentence from one of your lectures! 
Very probably it is, young mane You don't suppose my remarks 
at this table are like so many postage stamps, worthless, 
after being used once? 

(SOFTLY) I have often had the strange sensation of repeating 
a former experience. It makes me feel rather like a ghost. 
Eat a piece of apple pie, Miss Amelia...(ASIDE) And you 
won't looke quite so much like a ghost! 

I expect it's just one of the funny idees folks git in their 
heads. 

I don't go it very strong on spiritualism or that rummy stuff 
but I've had the same feeling myself! 

Indeed, young man? 

This very morning when I was lighting my cigar it came over 
me, like a flash that I'd done the same I~-denti-cal thing 
before. Haw, haw! Well, ta, ta, folks -~ 

(WHISTLING FADING) 

(AD LIB) Excuse me, please, I mst,...Yes, it's getting 

on. I mst hurry. 

Aw, ma, wait a mimite,can't you? 


(CHAIRS BEING PUSHED BACK) 
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SC HOOLMISTRESS: 


HOLMES: 


SCHOOLMISTRESS: 


SOUND: 


HOLMES: 


(SOFTLY) Mr. Holmes, I want to tell you what a difference 
it has made to listen to you at the breakfast table, 

I'm afraid I'm rather an autocrat! You mustn't let me talk 
too much, 

You couldn't talk too much, Mr, Holmes. Goodbye! (FADING) 
(DOOR CLOSES)» 

(TO SELF) What a slender, shadowy little creature! But when 
you look at her, you're surprised to discover a somebody. 


Ah, well ~ as Elviry said, folks get funny idees.... 


ORGAN; | (UP AND UNDER AS: ) 


ANNOUNCER: 


(OVER) Oliver Wendell Holmes was a bachelor, and determined 
to remain one, but in his heart he carried the image of his 

ideal woman. Perhaps the schoolmistress reminds him of this 
image. Certainly she carried an image of her ideal lover 
in her patient heart, One night ~ she was asleep ~ and 


dreaming. 


ORGAN: (VERY SOFT AS BACKGROUND) 


HOLMES: 


SCHOOLMISTRESS: 
HOLMES: 


SOCHOOLMISTRESS: 


HOLMES 3 


SC HOOIMISTRESS: 


(VERY SOFT) Will you have a walk with me, dear School- 
mistress? 

I'd love to, but where are we going? 

To Paradise, schoolmistress! 

Oh, dear - I'm afraid - I haven't anything fine enough to 
I don't even know the way. 


wear, You'd be ashamed of me} 


I'll show it to you., Give me your hand, beloved ~ so... 


You should take Elvira. She's young and pretty and I-I'm 


just an old maid. 


Digitized by Google 


SC HOOLMISTRESS: 


EOLNES 


SCHOOLMISTRESS: 


SOUND: 


EOLMSS $ 


ORGAN: 


ANNOUNCER: 


(SOFTLY) Mr. Holmes, I want to tell you what a difference 
it has made to listen to you at the breakfast table. 

I'm afraid I'm rather an autocrat! You mustn't let me talk 
too much. 

You couldn't talk too much, Mr, Holmes. Goodbye! (FADING) 
(DOOR CLOSES) 

(TO SELF) What a slender, shadowy little creature! But when 
you look at her, you're surprised to discover a somebody. 
Ah, well - as Elviry said, folks get funny idees.... 

UP_AND UNDER AS: 

(OVER) Oliver Wendell Holmes was a bachelor, and determined 
to remain one, but in his heart he carried the image of his 
ideal woman. Perhaps the schoolmistress reminds him of this 
image. Certainly she carried an image of her ideal lover 
in her patient heart, One night ~ she was asleep ~ and 


dreaming. 


ORGAN: (VERY SOFT AS BACKGROUND) 


HOLMES: 


SCHOOLMISTRESS: 
oOLMES: 


SCHOOLMISTRESS: 


HOLMES 


OC HOOLMISTRESS: 


(VERY SOFT) Will you have a walk with me, dear School- 
mistress? 

I'd love to, but where are we going? 

To Paradise, E E 

Oh, dear - I'm afraid - I haven't anything fine enough to 
I don't even know the way. 


wear, You'd be ashamed of me! 


I'll show it to you. Give me your hand, beloved ~ so... 


You should take Elvira. She's young and pretty and I-I'm 


just an old maid. 
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FO IMES: You're the lovliest woman in the world! 

SCHOOLMISTRESS: Oh, no. I was always a plain little creature, and I've 
been sick so much, 

HOLMES: (LAUGHING TENDERLY) Hurry, hurry, dearest ~ toward the bright 
light of that star so I may see how beautiful you are. 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: (FAINTLY) Oh, wait just a minute. When you see me as I 
really am (BROKEN SPEECH) 

HOLMES: There's nothing to be afraid of, beloved. Here we are in the 
light. 

SCHOOLMI STRESS: (WITH LITTLE WAIL) On! 

HOLMES: (TRIUMPHANTLY) (AS MUSIC SWELLS) Don't hide your face, little 
schoolmistress. Look at the reflection of yourself, in my 
eyeSe 

SCHOOLMISTRESS: In your eyes — why ~ why I'm beautiful. I'm beautiful! (FADING) 

ORGAN: (UP AND UNDER AS:) 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: (OVER) Oh} It was only a dream, (BEGINS TO WEEP SOFTLY) 

It never could be anything but a dream. 

ORGAN: TRANSITION BRIEFLY AND UNDER AS: 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) The landlady had fixed a matchmaking eye upon the 
new boarder. But as the weexs passed he remained immune to 
Elviry's full blown charms. (FADE) The landlady decided to 


talk it over to Elviry..e.e. 


ORGAN: (OUT) 
SOUND: (POTS AND PANS RATTLING) 
LANDLADY: Now, Zlviry - his clo'es is all the best materials, and his 


brushes are silver mounted. 
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ELVIRA: But I don't think he cottons to me much, ma. The school- 
mistress is more his style. | 

LANDIADY: The schoolmistress! Why she's an ole maid. She must be 
all of twenty-six or seven! 

ELVIRA: All the same I bet he's walking home from scnool with her 


tnis minute! 


ORGAN: UP UND=2? AS: 
AcTHOUNCER : (OVER) And that's just what he was doing. The autocrat of 


the breakfast table was taking the little schoolmistress 
across Boston Common, up Beacon Hill. No one listening to 
their conversation would have guessed at romance, Yet the 
very things that eacn of them thought were very diferent 
from the things that they said. [Let us listen to their 
thoughts as well as their worde! 

ORGAN: OUT 

HO LNSS: I'm glad we decided to walt: across the common. A little 
exercise von't hurt us! (LOT: TONE) (CONFIDENTIALLY TO SELF) 
And it gives me longer to walk beside you and pretend that 
we are a hundrum married covple walking home together to a 
room witn boos and old furniture and an open fire. 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: (LAUGHING) No inceed, I've enjoyed it? (“0 SELF) How dis- 
tinmziished he is! It ought to be enough for any woman to 
have such a man's friendship... (WITH WVAIL)..But it isn't - 
it isn't, 

DLMZS: The only trouble I find is that it's been all too shorte 
(TO SELF) Wouldn't she be surprised if she guessed your real 


thoughts? 
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SC HOOLMISTRESS: (TO SELF) Wouldn't he be horrified if he knew what I'm 
thinking, (TO HIM) Oh! Here we are at the boarding house. 

HOLMES: So we are., (TO SELF) And there's that divinity student 
lurking about. Look at that simper. Oh! Oliver, -~ what 
are you going to do? 

ORGAN: (UP AND UNDER) 

ANNOUNCER: At the dinner table that night, even Biddy felt something in 
the air, Only John ate heartily. 

ORGAN: OUT 

SOUND: (CLATTER OF DISHES) 

JOHN: (CALLING) Biddy, more hot biscuits, More butter! 

BIDDY: (CALLING) I'm comin! I'm comin! 

LANDLADY: (WITH MEANING) My darter, Blviry, made them biscuits. 

ELVIRY: (GIGGLING) They do say the way to a man's heart is through 
his stomach! 

JOEN: Wal, I wouldn't mind marrying you myself, Elvira, but three 
or four other girls would drown tnemselves if I did. 

ELVIRY: Oh, Mr. John! 

SOUND: (RATTLE AND CLATTER OF DISS) 

JOHN: Say, why's everybody so vlaguey silent? Can't you start one 
of your arguments, Mr. Holmes? 

HOLMES: Talking is one of the fine arts, young man. Therefore, 
argument should never enter it. Though when Thomas and 
Peter converse, one of the six of them is sure to disagree. 

ALL: (AD LIB) Thomas and Peter —- that's only two people, Mr. Holmes. 
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(CRASH OF DISH) 

I'm sorry, Mrs. Miller, Put it on my bill. I always break 
cups when I hear of young ladies writing poetry. It makes 
me nervous. 

(NASTILY) I bet that's a sentence from one of your lectures! 
Very probably it is, young mans You don't suppose my remarks 
at this table are like so many postage stamps, worthless, 
after being used once? 

(SOFTLY) I have often had the strange sensation of repeating 
a former experience. It makes me feel rather like a ghost. 
Eat a piece of apple pie, Miss Amelia...(ASIDE) And you 
won't looke quite so much like a ghost! 

I expect it's just one of the funny idees folks git in their 
heads. 

I don't go it very strong on spiritualism or that rummy stuff 
but I've had the same feeling myself! | 

Indeed, young man? 

This very morning when I was lighting my cigar it came over 
me, like a flash that I'd done the same I-denti-cal thing 
before. Haw, haw! Well, ta, ta, folks -- 

(WHISTLING FADING) 

(AD LIB) Excuse me, please, I mst,...Yes, it's getting 

on. I must hurry. 

Aw, ma, wait a mimte,can't you? 


(CHAIRS BEING PUSHED BACK) 
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SCHOOLMISTRESS: (SOFTLY) Mr. Holmes, I want to tell you what a difference 
it has made to listen to you at the breakfast table. 

DIMES; I'm afraid I'm rather an autocrat! You mustn't let me talk 
too much, 

SCHOOLMISTRESS: You couldn't talk too much, Mr, Holmes. Goodbye! (FADING) 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

HOLMES $ (TO SELF) What a slender, shadowy little creature! But when 
you look at her, you're surprised to discover a somebody. 
Ah, well ~ as Elviry said, folks get funny idees.... 

ORGAN: | (UP AND UNDER AS:) 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) Oliver Wendell Holmes was a bachelor, and determined 
to remain one, but in his heart he carried the image of his 
ideal woman. Perhaps the schoolmistress reminds him of this 
image. Certainly she carried an image of her ideal lover 


in her patient heart. One night ~ she was asleep ~ and 


dreaming. 

ORGAN: | (VERY SOFT AS BACKGROUND) 

HOLMES: (VERY SOFT) Will you have a walk with me, dear School~ 
mistress? 


SCHOOLMI STRESS: I'd love to, but where are we going? 

HOLMES: To Paradise, schoolmistress! 

SOCHOOLMISTRESS: Oh, dear - I'm afraid - I haven't anything fine enough to 
wear. You'd be ashamed of me! I don't even know the way. 

HOLMES ; I'll show it to you, Give me your hand, beloved ~ so... 

SCHOOLMISTRESS: You should take Elvira. She's young and pretty and I-I'm 


just an old maid. 
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HOLMES: You're the lovliest woman in the world! 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: Oh, no. I was always a plain little creature, and I've 
been sick so much. 

HOLMES: (LAUGHING TENDERLY) Hurry, hurry, dearest ~ toward the bright 
light of that star so I may see how beautiful you are. 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: (FAINTLY) Oh, wait just a minute. When you see me as I 
really am (BROKEN SPEECH) 

HOLMES: There's nothing to be afraid of, beloved. Here we are in the 
light. 

SCHOOLNMI STRESS: (WITH LITTLE WAIL) Ont 

HOLMES: (TRIUMPHANTLY) (AS MUSIC SWELLS) Don't hide your face, little 
schoolmistress. Look at the reflection of yourself, in my 
eyes. 

SCHOOLMISTRESS: In your eyes — why ~ why I'm beautiful. I'm beautiful! (FADING) 

ORGAN: (UP AND UNDER AS:) 

SC HOOLMISTRESS: (OVER) On} It was only a dream, (BEGINS TO WEEP SOFTLY) 
It never could be anything but a dream, 

ORGAN: TRANSITION BRIEFLY AND BR AS: 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) The landlady had fixed a matchmaking eye upon the 
new boarder. But as the weexs passed he remained immune to 
Elviry's full blown charms. (FADE) The landlady decided to 
talk it over to Elviry..ee. 

ORGAN: OUT 

SOUND: (POTS AND PANS RATTLING) 

LANDLADY: Now, Elviry - his clo'es is all the best materials, and his 


brushes are silver mounted. 
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ELVIRA: But I don't think he cottons to me much, ma. The school- 
mistress is more his style, 

LANDLADY: The schoolmistress! Why she's an ole maid. She must be 
all of twenty-six or seven! 

ELVIRA: All the same I bet he's walking home from school with her 


tnis minute! 


ORGAN: UP UND=R AS: 
AGTHOUNCER : (OVER) And that's just what he was doing. The autocrat of 


the breakfast table was taking the little schoolmistress 
across Boston Common, up Beacon Hill. No one listening to 
their conversation would have guessed at romance, Yet the 
very things that each of them thought were very different 
from the things that they said. Let us listen to their 
thoughts as well as their werde! 

ORGAN: OUT 

HOLMES: I'm glad we decided to walt: across the common. A little 
exercise won't hurt us! (LOV:2 TONS) (CONFIDENTIALLY TO SELF) 
And it gives me longer to walk beside you and pretend that 
we are a hundrum married covple walking home together to a 
room with boos and old furniture and an open fire. 

SC HOOIMISTRESS: (LAUGHING) No inceed, I've enjoyed it? (TO SELF) How dis- 
tinmiished he is! It ought to be enough for any woman to 
have such a man's friendship...(WITH VAIL)..But it isn't - 
it isn't, 

EOLM=S: The only trouble I find is that it's been all too short. 

(TO SELF) Wouldn't she be surprised if she guessed your real 


thoughts? 
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SCHOOLMISTRESS: (TO SELF) Wouldn't he be horrified if he knew what I'm 
thinking. (TO HIM) Oh! Here we are at the boarding house. 

HOLMES: So we are, (TO SELF) And there's that divinity student 
lurking about. Look at that simper. Oh! Oliver, ~ what 
are you going to do? 

ORGAN: (UP_AND UNDER) 

ANNOUNCER: At the dinner table that night, even Biddy felt something in 


the air, Only John ate heartily. 


ORGAN: (OUT) 


SOUND: 
JOHN: 
BIDDY: 
LANDLADY: 


ELVIRY: 


JOEN: 


ELVIRY: 


SOUND: 


JOHN: 


HOLMES: 


ALL: 


(CLATTER OF DISHES) 

(CALLING) Biddy, more hot biscuits, More butter! 
(CALLING) I'm comin! I'm comin! 

(WITH MEAYING) My darter, Elviry, made them biscuits. 
(GIGGLING) They do say the way. to a man's heart is through 
his doradi 

Wal, I wouldn't mind marrying you myself, Elvira, but three 
or four other girls would drown tnemselves if I did. 

Oh, Mr. John! 

(RATTLE AND CLATTER OF DISHES) 

Say, why's everybody so vlaguey silent? Can't you start one 
of your arguments, Mr. Holmes? 

Talking is one of the fine arts, young man. Therefore, 
argument should never enter it. Though when Thomas and 
Peter converse, one of the six of them is sure to disagree. 


(AD LIB) ‘Thomas and Peter - that's only two people, Mr. Holmes. 
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No indeed, When Thomas and Peter talk there are six people 
taking part in the conversation. 

Mercy on us, the man's daft! 

First there is the real Thomas, then there is the Thomas as 

the world thinks he is, and lastly there is Thomas as he thinks 
he is himself. | 

Will yes be havin! a peach for dessert, Miss Amelia? 

(CHORUS AD LIB) A treat! 


Hooray! Peaches! 


But I'm afraid you'll have to take pudding,Mr. Holmes. There's 
just three peaches left and that makes one apiece for each 

of me, One for John as I really am, one for Johnn as you folks 
think I am, and one for John as I see myself. Yum, yun} 
I did not intend to be taken so literally. But the pudding 
is very good. ‘ 

But Mr. Holmes, migntn't Thomas really be the same man as he 
thought he vas and the world thought him? 

People have the most amazing misconceptions about themselves! 
My friend, the professor, was talking the other day and it 
turned out that someone had called him an old man. 

How old was he? 

Fifty-two years, but my point is that my friend the professor 
couldn't see himself as others see him. 
(LAUGHTER) 

(ASIDE) Are you finished, Miss Amelia? I'd like to speak 


to you! 
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Yes, I'm quite finished. 

(CHAIRS BEING PUSHED BACK...VOICES LEAVING) 

Tell me, my dear landlady, am I not right in thinking that 
tne Divinity Student is in love with the schoolmistress? 
(TO HIM) I wouldn't wonder,Mr. Holmes. He's got her picture 
on his bureau. 

(SADLY) I thought as much. 

(ASIDE) You'd ought to be thinkin! of settling daown in a hun 
of your own too ~- Mr. Holmes (FADING) Some pooty gal...» 
(DOOR CLOSES) 

(TO HIMSELF) As though I weren't thinking about settling 
daown, as you call it, my sood wonan,. Night and day. I 


can't even write any more. (TEULES TABLE) Why shouldn't 

I try my luck with her as well as with any other man? I 
could give her tne things she's starved for, books and travel, 
(VOICE 


comfort. And she could give me — an,dear heaven, 


BREAKS) She covld give me Paradise! 
(CUTSIDE. OF MIKE..DOOR OFENS., VOICES DRIFT IN) 
Haw, haw! The old autocrat was in fine form tonight, wasn't he? 
(GIGGLING) I ofd hardly keep a straight face when he was talk- 
ing about his friend that didn't know he was old,.. 
(DOOR SHUTS OFF VOICES) 

(IN BEWILDERMENT) Can they possibly mean me? Is that how I 
seem to young people (WITH INCREASING HEAT) elderly - feeble - 


doddering ~ senile? I suppose she was laughing in her sleeve 


le 
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at the old man, too. I'll show her I've still got blood in 


my veins! 
SOUND: ` (BANG OF DCOR) 
ANNOUNCER: Wnat haonened next? Did the autocrat find romance, even at 


his advanced age of thirty-one? And if he did find it, what 
did he say about it over the breakfast table? You will find 
rich satisfactions ~ and you will rediscover tne art of con- 
versation in writings of Oliver Wendell Holmes. Ask your 
librarian about them. She's read: to help you read with a 
purpose ~ to help you with your narticuler job ~ or for the 
pure pleasure of reading. 


We eGo, RO Mee CRESA D Ur. 


ANJOUNCER: NOXRtiidettscaenac cas ana time) the <<sse0nte(eroup) of ‘the 
weccccescescesse(School, college or camp) will bring you 
another famous writer. ext week it's Washington Irving and 
his famous "Lezend of Sleepy Hollow". Next.....(day) ~ same 
time ~ same station. 

MUSIC: (JP 10 FINISH) 


ANNOUNCER: Tnis is SUAUION +06 660s eww eee 
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i FASURES NEXT DOOR Production Notes No. 3 
SA ST: 
LANDLATY : Middle aged woman with New England twang, as indicated, 


She should be decidedly common, and played for comedy. 

ELVIRY: Younger, of course, but of the same stripe as ner mother. 
Eer voice should be a little whiny, and she is of the type 
that is inclined to giggle. A little silly, perhans, 

HOLM#S: A mature, thoughtful, philosophical man of very sympathetic 
voice and manner. A little shy when his emotions are 
touched, but well able to express his views in company. 

JOHT: Rather loud and raucous voice ~ the typical "smart alec" 
type of the period, Young - about 24 to 26. 

BIDDY: siddle aged, Irisn brogue. 

SCHOO LMISTRESS: Quiet, rich voice. Subdued, sympathetic, never silly nor 
"cigely". Must be played sincerely. About 25, 

DIVINITY STUDENT: Very serious, precise speech, a little mannered as preachers 
are usually supposed to be. No humor, 

GENERAL NOTES: The "Dream" scene on pages ? and 8 can be made a very 
beautiful and effective production, if the actors are com- 
petent enough, and the direction adroit. All the speeches 
should be snoken in a husked, reverent whisper, very close 
to the mike ~ ina sort of breathless ecstasy. If tne 
last "I'm beautifull" doesn't bring a tear, the program is 
lost. The last line of the schoolmistress in this scene 


should, of course, be spoken in a natural, though hushed 
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voice, full of disappointment and longing. The scene 
beginning with Eolmes! speech, bottom of page 9, is also 
a special production problem. In the original production, 
a "filter" mike, which gives a brittle, impersonal tone 
like that heard over a telephone, at a little distance, 
was used for tne thoughts. If this is not available, use 
the same technique for these as for the dream speeches, 
only keep the vocal quality rather toneless, and the pace 


rapid, so as not to divide the really spoken words too 


greatly, 

SOUND: The sounds are so simple in this script that they need no 
explanation. 

MUSIC: Tais, too, is simple. Under the "dream" scene tne music 


should be very soft, and perhaps of no recognizable melody, 
or of a simple recurring theme that can stand improvised 


variations in the mood or the dream, 
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UsITSD STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIFT EXCHAIGE 
HF ARTHEMT OF TEE INTERIOR 
Office of Zđucation 15 Minute Script 


dasnin«ton 


(This program is a product of the United States Devartiment of the In- 
terior, Office of Education, vashington, D.C. The script remains the 
property of the Government and must not be sponsored comuiercially, ) 


No. 4 --"Ihe Legend of Sleepy Eollow" 
CAST 


ANNOUNCER 

ICHABOD CRANE, village schoolteacher 

KASTER YOST VAN HUTEN, pupil 

KATRINKA VAN TASSEL, daughter of wealthy Dutch farmer 
BROM VAN BRUNT, Ichabod's rival 

KATRINKA'S MOTHER 

MYNHEER VAN TASSEL, Katrina's father 

TWO MEJ 


See Last Fages for Production Notes 


TTOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down - alone ~ 
with a good boo!:? 


UP_SOPTLY WITE "iHMORIES" ESTABLISH FIRST P 


HRASE AD:) 

JNXOUNCER: Good books are like good friends - always there -~ always the 
same -(WARu IT UP) They're waiting for you ~ one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library -— if you'll go 
in and asx for then, 

GAN: RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACK- 
GROUND AS: ) 

IOUS CER: This afternoon (or evening) the ........e.+e-(group) of the 
eo cscceeceeesse (School, college or cam) brings you fifteen 
minutes ~ with an important writer. Today - may we present 


Washington Irving! 


Digitized by Google 


134032-D 


RGAN? (CONTINUES ALONE FOR THRE SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL AND UNDER) 
UTNOUNCER: (OVER) Irving's famous Legend of Sleepy Hollow was first read by 


a delighted public one hundred and twenty-five years ago. This 
writer gave America her first legends. The church stands today 
as Irving described it, and automobiles rattle over the Headless 
Horseman's Bridge on their way to Tarrytown which, by the way, was 
named by the housewives of the neighborhood (CHUCKLES) because of 
the habit of their husbands to linger in the village tavern there 
on market days. Nearby is the little valley of Sleepy Hollow. ee 

RGAN: (WEIRD MUSIC) | 

SIOUNCER: (LOWERS VOICE TO AWED WHISPER),..a place bewitched. Some say that 
an old Indian Chief held his pows-wows there before Master Hendrick 
Hudson discovered the spote 

KG ROUND ) 


SOUND: ECHOES OF INDIAN WAR WHOOPS,..VERY SO=T IN BAC 


SAOUNCER: Some say it was a famous meeting place of witches — after they were 
driven out of New England - and you can still hear their voices in 


the air — high above the tree tops. 


OUND: FAINT FAR AWAY VOICES... ERIE SHRIEKS OF FARAWAY LAUGHTER) 
OICES: (ZCHO MIKE) Greymalkin! Brimstone! Meet me in the forest! 
NNOUNCER: But everyone in Sleepy Eollow agreed on one thing -~ and that was 


he headless ghost of a Hessian trooper on horseback. His head 
nad been shot off by a cannon ball and he roamed the valley on 
windy nights. 

OUND: (WIND AND FAINT RATTLE OF HOOVES) 

THOUNCER: Many worthy citizens had heard him, and not a few had actually seen 
him with their own eyes, Of all the legends that hung about ~ this 
was the favorite Legend of Sleepy Hollow, 


2 


Digitized by Google 


134032-D 


USEC: (VERY QUAINT AND LIGHT AND DREANY) 

SNOUNCER: The schoolhouse in Sleepy Hollow was presided over by Ichabod 
Cranes. He was tall and lank, with hands that dangled a mile out 
of his sleeves, and feet that might have served for shovels, He 
had huge ears, large glassy green eyes, and a long snipe nose 
like a weathercock, and when he strode along the profile of a 
hill on a windy day one might have taken him for a scarecrow 
eloped from the cornfield. But in his small empire bounded with 


log walls, he ruled supreme.... 


(FADE) 
JSIC: (UP AND OUT UNDER AD LIB) 
UND: (GABBLE OF CHILDREN) 


(PRODUCTION NOTE: READ NEXT THREE LINES AT SAME TIME) 

JICE: Sixty seconds make a minute, sixty minutes make an hour, twenty- 
four hours make a days. 

ICE: The state of Maine is bounded on the west by the Atlantic, on the 


east by Canada... 


ICH: The fat cat ate the rat. Run, cat, mn, 
UID: (RAPPING) 
HABOD: (VERY NASAL AND SHRILL VOICE,..COMEDY VOICE) Silence, children. 


I observe that iiaster Yost Van Euten is more than usually in- 
dustrious with his slate, Come forward Master Yost and let us all 
admire your handiwork, 

ST: (SULKILY) Please, teacher, I don! wanna 

HABOD: You will bring me your slate at once, Master Yost, Thank you... 


Hmmm. ee What have we here? 
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(CHILDREN LAUGHING AND SNICKERING ) 

(RAPPING) 

You would draw a caricature of your teacher, would you, Master 
Yost? Read aloud what you have written: 

(SULKILY) Teacher's mad and I am glad and I lmow what'll please 
hime 

Go One 

A bottle of wine to make him shine and Katrinka Van Tassel to 
tease him 

(LAUGH ATD TITTER UP AD DOW) 

I have ever borne in mind the golden maxim: "Spare the rod and 
spoil the child." I would not on any account have Master Yost 
Van Euten spoiled. You will hold out your hand, aster Yost. 

Aw, I don! wanna! 

(SPAT... SPAT... SPAT AS RULER DESCENDS... YELPS) 

I am only doing my bounden duty by your good parents, Master Yost! 
(SPAT... SPAT... YELES) 

There? It may smart now, my poetic young friend, but you will re- 
member it and thani me for it, tne longest day you have to live. 


UP ESTABLISH AND UNDER 


AS?) 

(OVER) Despite his stern discipline and his peculiar appearance 
this schoolteacher - was regarded as a man of great learning. He 
would quote Cotton Mather's "History of WJitchcraft" by heart. He 
was the singing master of the Hollow and chanted the psalms ear- 


nestly on Sundays. People say there are peculiar quavers still to 


Digitized by Google 


SNOUNCER: 


OUND: 


MIOUNCHER:? 


OUND : 
NNOUNCER: 
OUND: 
WiOUNCER® 
OUND: 
TNOUNC ERS 


UND: 


NGUOUNCER: 


134032-D 


be heard in the church which are legitimately descended from the 
long nose of Ichabod Crane. (LIGHTLY) ‘These accomplishments gave 

him the advantage over the country bumpkins in wooing the blooming 
Katrinka Van Tassel, daughter of the wealthiest Dutch farmer in the 
neighborhood..e(FADE) On afternoons when his scholarly duties 
were over, Ichabod would repair to the Van Tassel farmhouses ess» 
OUT 

(TWITTERING OF BIRDS FOR COMEDY) 

As he approached a sort of barnyard symphony greeted his ears. 

The cooing of the pigeons, 

(SOFT COOING,.. CONTINUING THROUGHOUT) 

Ichabod was always hungry and he seemed to see the sleek pigs al- 
ready on their platter with an apple in their mouths. 

(COOING IS ADDED TO BY OINX,..OINK,..GRUNTS AND SQUEALS) 

Turkeys gobbled through the farmyard. 

(COOING,, e GRUNTING. . e AND GOBBLING OF TURKEYS) 

Stately squadron of geese and ducks sailed by on the pond. 
(COOING. .» GRUNTING, . . GOBBLING, .. GEESE HONKING AND QUACKING ) 

And gallant cocks led their harems nearby. 

(COOING. ee GRUNTING. e e GORBLING., e HISSING. o e QUACKING. . e AND CUT, CUT, 
CUT AND CROWING PROLONGED TO SOME EXTENT TO GIVE FEELING OF SYM- 

PHONY, FADE EFFECT OUT UNDER FIRST WORDS AS:) 

All these pleasant things Ichabod began to look upon with the eye 
of ownership, much to the discomfiture of Brom Van Brunt, a roys- 


tering blade who had also a case and an approving eye on Katrinka, 
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Fere's Van Brunttaliting to Katrinia,...wno is expecting Ichabod 
Crane to call at any moment. 

For a silver hapenny, I'd double him up and put him on the shelf, 
plague his spindle shanks! 

Indeed, liaster Brom, he may not be at all muscle and fist, but he's 
a very learned man. They do say that he's read several books 
clean throuch! 

What good ever comes of reading and writing? Can he whop any man 
in five counties, like me? 

He is teaching me to sing by the timing fork! He says I have a 
beautiful voice. 

Ee comes a wooing your crullers and oly-cock and ginger cake as 
much as anything! 

He comes to see me.s. Jow run along, Brom. I want no brawling in 
my parlor. 

Don't fret! I wouldn't lay my hands on a poor bag o! bones like 
hime But let him take care! 

(DOOR OPENS) 

(NASALLY) A pleasant day, my friends. 

It was pleasant before you came, schoolmaster! (OFF) Good day! 
You're not leaving... 

(DOOR SLAAED FURIOUSLY) 

Well, apparently he was leaving....and how are you, liss Katrinka? 
Hamam! Always busy spinning, weaving, or baking some of your de=- 


licious little cakes, ahem ~ such delicious cakes! 
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It's nice of you to praise 'em, Master Crane. ‘ion't you try some 
of today's baking? This honey loaf and these dougnnuts. Anda 


bit of the new cheese and a glass of father's cider. 


' (WITH MOUTH FULL... SMACKING LIPS) Mum! Just a morsel! Just a 


trifle! Just a drop! I'm a light eater, Miss Katrinka. I take 
only enough to keep soul and body together! 

But you must taste my apple cake, Master Crane. Anda bit of this 
coffee-kuchen. Eere, let me fill up your glass, do! 

(SPEAKING WITH DIFFICULTY THROUGH A FULL MOUTH) Miss Katrinka, 
your charms have made a deep impression on my heart! 

(GIGGLING) Oh, Master Crane, how you do talk! 

(MOUTH FULL) Katrinka, there is something I must tell you....eI'1l 
thank zon to pass the peach preserves. e.s. Something I have been long 
hoping...Well, just a drop more cider if you insist...Xatrinka, I 
love youl 

Hist! Here comes Mother! I'll be singing: 

Here's my tuning for! 

(TUNING FORK) 

Me - Mi,..(SINGS SCALE) (BREAKS OFF) 

(COMING UP) Good day to you, Master Crane! I see you're giving ny 
girl a lesson. 

Yes, indeed, iiadan Van Tassel. Now give me... "A", Miss Katrinka 
(TUNING FORK) 

Anhhhhrhh? 


( BLEATING) Ahnhhh! 
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(UP ONE TONE) Oh-h-h.., 

(NASAL) Ohhhhhh!. And now for the psalm of the next Sabbath. 
(TOGETHER) By Babel's streams we sat and wept, While memory 

still to Zion alune: 

(THROUGH NOSE) The winds sions our harpstrings swept. 

Which on the weeping willows hung-g-g-g. ee 

Very nice, I'm sure...Well, I must run along to my poultry. Geese 
and duck are foolish Mes but girls can look after themselves. 
eos (FADING) 

Miss Katrinka, as I was a-saying--(SINGS SCALE) do-ra-~mi~do~fa~ 
so-la - I love you-u-u, 

(SINGING SCALE) do-ra-mni~fa-so-la. This is so sudden, Master Crane! 
Your virtues exceed my fondest hopes..eJust how large is this farm, 
Miss Katrinka? 

(TUNING FORK) 

Three hundred acres. Ahhhhh! 

(GLOATINGLY) Three hundred acres! Miss Katrinka, I adore you! 
Tell me you'll be liissus Ichabod Crane! 

(DHJURELY) You must give me time to think it over. I'll give 
you your answer -~ - 

When? 

Come next Friday week ~ at our quilting frolic! DO-re-mi~fa-so~ 


la-a~ae 


(USIC:_ (LIVELY UP AND UNDER AS:) 


UNOUNCER: 


(OVER) Next Friday week...(CHUCKLES),..The days passed slowly for 


our impatient lover. Already in anticipation, Ichabod saw himself 
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master of the three hundred acres. To pass the time until the 
quilting bee, he reread Cotton Mather's book on witchcraft from 
cover to cover, He remained at his desk in the log schoolhouse 

one evening so late that it was pitch dark: when at last he walked 
homeward, Now Ichabod's appetite for the marvelous and supernatural 
was almost as great as his appetite for Katrinxa's crullers. No 
tale was too horrible for him, Ee believed implicity in all that 
he read of witches, goblins, hants, as well as the legends of the 
countryside. As he walked homeward through the hollow, his teeth 
began to chatter and the ordinary sounds of the night took on 


spectral terrors. 


ATMOSPHERIC IN BACKGROUND) 
CHABOD: (TO SELF) Ono - what a spooky night...J-j-j-just the night for 


the h-n-h—headless horseman to ride, EZw-w-what if I should m—m- 


meet him? 
OUND: (OWL... MOURNFULLY.., TO-WHIT, ., TWO-WHOO,.. WO-WHIT. . TO-WHOOOO) 
CHABOD: It sounds like an owl...but it might be a witch. There was old 


Nance Dinwiddie of Salem and Bess 0O'Bedlam — she that curdled the 


cows milk and put burrs in baby's hair. O-0-0-0... 


OUND: (OWL ) 
CEABOD: Mercy on us? What a dreadful sound! Some poor homeless ghost I 


make no doubt. (PLEADING) Get back to your grave, do that's a 


good ghost! 


Q 
Pa 
ee 


(OWL... FADING) 
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What a black night! Not a single star. (QUIVERING) (CRY) Oooo 
there goes one now a -- shooting across the sky. A falling star 
means death. Then there was that black cat I met yesterday, 
that's a sure sign of trouble. 

(BULL FROG,..ER..UMPH...ER.EMPH) 

Ahhhh! Is that a bull frog or a hant? 

Poor Ichabod's teeth rattled so dreadfully that the crickets 
heard the sound and discussed it among themselves. 

(FILTER MIKE) Churrup! Listen, brothers! There goes Ichabod 
Crane with his teeth chattering as if he had the ague! 

(FILTER MIKE) I'd hate to be the cricket on his hearth, wouldn't 
you? 

(FILTER MIKE) Hee, hee, hee, hee! Yes indeed! 


(CRICKETS CHIRRUPING UP AND OVER AND FADE UNDER AS:) 


MUSIC: (TRANSITION AND UNDER AS:) 


ANNOUNCER: 


MUSIC: 


(OVER) Finally came the evening of the quilting frolic at 
Myneer Van Tassel's. Ichabod wanted to arrive in style at the 
house of his lady-love. He borrowed a horse from a farmer. A 
broken down old plow horse er "Gunpowder" - with but one eye 
and that one gleaming with viciousness. On this steed he pre- 
sented a curious figure. He rode with short stirrups which 
brought his bony knees up to the pommel of the saddle and the 
motion of his en was like the flopping of black wings. Such 
was the romantic figure that arrived presently at Mynheer Van 
Tassel's farmhouse to find the merry-making in full swing! 


SESUE INTO DANCE TUNE) 
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SOUND: (COUNTRY DANCE...STAMPING OF FEEST. ..LAUGHTER) 

ICHABOD: (NASALLY) Ah, Master Van Tassel, this is indeed a salibrious 
occasion! 

VAN TASSEL: Evenin!, Ichabod, evenin'! Fall to and help yourself to the . 
vittles! 

ICHASBOD: (SMACKING LIPS) What a bounteous repasti Apple and pumpkin 


pies — broiled shad and roasted chicken - preserved plums and 
peaches from my own trees - ah, I would say your own trees, 


Master Van Tassel! 


MUSIC: (GOERS INTO A SHAKEDOWN) 

VOICES: (CALLING) Ichabod, Ichabod Crane! Show us how you dance the 
shakedown! 

ICHABOD: (GALLANTLY) If Miss Katrinka will be my partner! 

SOUND: (CLAPPING OF HANDS IN TIME TO JIG...FEET THUMP) 

ALL: (AD LIB) Go it, Ichabod! Hooray! See the schoolmaster shake 
a leg! 

VAN BRUNT: (VICIOUSLY) You'd think it was St. Vitus himself clattering 


'round the floor. He's put together so loose, he'll fall apart 
if he don't watch out! 

MAN: (LAUGHING) Aha, Brom Van Brunt, you've got a pretty rival for 
Katrinka's hand, eh? 

ANOTHER: (LAUGHING) They say schoolmaster is counting his chickens afore 


they're hatched. 


ANOTHER: Look at him ogle her! 
VAN BRUNT: (BETWEEN TEETH) You wait and see. I!'11l fix him! I'11 fix him! 
MUSIC: ENDS IN FLOURISH) 
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(ALL CLAP AND SHOUT) 

(AD LIB) Brave Ichabod Crane! 

(SHOUTING) Bring in the hot toddy! Fall to, neighbors, you've 
got a cold ride home! 

(SMACKING LIPS) Ahhhh! That's the stuff to put heart into a 
man! 

Give me a few bumpers of Friend Van Tassel's hot toddy and I'11 
laugh at the headless horseman, himself! 

(NASALLY QUAVERING) The headless horseman! (LOWERING VOICK) 
Has he been seen of late? 

Yes, just TENE night old Brower met the horseman. "I hear 
you don't believe in me?" says the ghost. "That I don't", said 
old Brower, "I think you're humbug." With that the phantom 
caught him for such a ride as never was. Then with a clap of 
thunder he turned into a skeleton and flung Brower into the 
brook. "That'll teach you not to believe in honest ghosts", 
says he as he disappeared. 

(AD LIB) Do tell! I hadn't heard that! 

(CHATTERING OF TEETH..STAMMERING) W-w-w-what a thing to happen 
to a body! 

Ah, that's nothing! I met the headless horseman myself t'other 
night coming home from Tarrytown... 

(LAUGHING AD LIB) Coming back from the flowing bowl tavern - 
you'd see anything! 


No, I was sober enough. I offered to race the ghost to the Inn 
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(ALL CLAP AND SHOUT) 

(AD LIB) Brave Ichabod Crane! 

(SHOUTING) Bring in the hot toddy! Fall to, neighbors, you've 
got a cold ride home! 

(SMACKING LIPS) Ahhhh! That's the stuff to put heart into a 
man! 

Give me a few bumpers of Friend Van Tassel's hot toddy and I'll 
laugh at the headless horseman, himself! 

(NASALLY QUAVERING) The headless horseman! (LOWERING VOICE) 
Has he been seen of late? 

Yes, just Hohe night old Brower met the horseman. "I hear 
you don't believe in me?" says the ghost. "That I don't", said 
old Brower, "I think you're humbug." With that the phantom 
caught him for such a ride as never was. Then with a clap of 
thunder he turned into a skeleton and flung Brower into the 
brook. "That'll teach you not to believe in honest ghosts", 
says he as he disappeared. 

(AD LIB) Do tell! I hadn't heard that! 

(CHATTERING OF TEETH. .STAMMERING) W-w-w-what a thing to happen 
to a body! 

Ah, that's nothing! I met the headless horseman myself t'other 
night coming home from Tarrytown... 

(LAUGHING AD LIB) Coming back from the flowing bowl tavern - 
you'd see anything! 


No, I was sober enough. I offered to race the ghost to the Inn 
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ry 


CHABOD: 


AN BRUNT: 


VAN TASSEL! 


VOICES: 


[CHABOD: 


(AN TASSEL: 


[(CHABOD: 


CATIES 


USICs 
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for a bowl of punch, and I'd have won the race, too, but just as 
we got to the bridge by the churchyard (PAUSE) he vanished ina 
ball of fire! 

(LOW) A ball of fire! The Sleepy Hollow Bridge by the church- 
yard you say? And tonight I have to cross it! 

(TAUNTING) If you get by Major Andre's hanging tree alive you 
mean, schoolmaster. They do say the goings-on around that tree, 
the wailings and groanings, they're terrible these nights. 

Well, ghosts or no ghosts, I've got to be getting home! I've 
got a barn full of cows to milk at cockcrow!} 

(AD LIB) That's right. Me too. Goodbye, neighbor Van Tassel! 
Goodbye, friends! Thanks for your help with the quilting! 
Goodbye! 

(FADING) Goodbye! 

I want to speak a word to your lovely daughter before I depart, 
Mynheer Van Tassel. You - ah - give in pretty much to her 
Wishes, I take it? 

(LAUGHING) I love that lass even better than my pipe, school- 
master. And I've had just one rule bringing her up. Let her 
have her own way! 

Good! Ah (CALLING) Miss Katrinka! Miss Katrinka! May I speak 
with you apart? 

Have you brought your tuning fork, Master Crane? I don't know as 
we know how to talk without that! (GIGGLES) (FADING) 


UP AND AS: ) 
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(OVER) What passed at this interview, I wouldn't pretend to 
say. But something must have gone very wrong, for Ichabod 
sallied forth after a while with a crestfallen air. Ah, these 
women! Ichabod went to the barn without any of his former 
propriety airs -- kicked poor "Gunpowder". awake - and set off 


through the hills.... 


(SEGUE TO WEIRD..WAILING THROUGHOUT) 


Get up you crow's bait! Heaven have mercy on us - what's the 
matter with the critter? 

(HORSES HOOVES WALKING...STOP...GO ON..STOPS...CRACK OF WHIP) 
Giddap! Consarn you, you one-eyed, knock-kneed, sway backed 
son of Bala-am! 

(HORSE WHINNIES AND WALKS ON) 

(WHISPER) It's the Hanging Tree}! He sees the tree where they 
hung Andre! Come, come "Gunpowder". If we're to get home afore 
cockcrow we have got to get by this tree somehow. I'll whistle 
to keep our courage up. 

(WHISTLING...YANKEE DOODLE) 

(ECHO MIKE) (WHISTLING DOLEFUL...SLOW..FUNERAL VERSION OF SAME 
TUNE) 

Oooo ~ even the echo mocks me tonight! 

(HORSE WALKS FASTER...GROANS ON ECHO MIKE) 


Ohhhhh! What was that? 


Ichabod} Ichabod Crane! 


W-w-w-who wants Ichabod C-c-crane? 
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(ECHO MIKE) (DIRTY LAUGH) 

(IN WHISPER) I see it now, waiting beside the road - man on 
horseback. Perhaps it's just one of the revellers going home 
from Van Tassel's. I'll speak to him. (IN LOUD CHEERFUL TONE) 
Good evening, friend! 

(HOOVES ALONE...SECOND HORSES HOOVES WALKING) 

(LESS CHEERFULLY) W-w-who are you? 

(HORSES HOOVES ALONE FOR TWO SECONDS) 

If he's more than mortal a psalm tune ought to drive him away. 
(NASALLY AND QUAVERINGLY) Praise God from whom all blessings 
flow... 

(ECHO MIKE DISTANT) H-hark from the tombs a mournful sound... 
There goes that echo again] Mocking me. Oh, mercy! Mercy! 

He's riding alongside. 

(TWO HORSES AT SAME LEVEL...WALKING) 

(IN LOUD TONE) Friend,since you don't seem disposed to be civil 
I'll just take my leave of you. Giddap, Gunpowder! 

(HORSE TROTTING...TWO HORSES TROTTING) 

(DISMALLY) He's close on my heels! (CALLING) Very well, friend 
I have no mind to be sociable myself so I'll just drop behind if 
you don't mind. 

(HORSE TROTTING...SLOWING DOWN...OTHER HORSE SLOWING DOWN) 

He wont let me lag behind. Well, here comes the moon out from 
under the cloud. Now I!ll get a glimpse of his face! He hasn't 
any head! He's the headless horseman himself! And he's carry- 
ing his head afore him on the saddle} Giddap, Gunpowder! 
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MUSIC: (UP AND UNDER AGITATO:) 
ANNOUNCER? (OVER) Away then they dashed, stones flying at every bound. 


Ichabod's flimsy garments fluttered in the air as he stretched 


his long lank body over his horse head in the eagerness of his 


flight. 
SOUND: (DISTANT RATTLE OF HOOVES. ..COMING UP...SWEEPING BY) 
MUSIC: (LOWER AS?) 
ICHABOD: (GASPING...OVER) There's the church bridge ahead, Gunpowder! 


Ghosts can't abide churches! Reach the bridge and we're safe! 


SOUND: (HOOVES RATTLING ON BOARDS OF BRIDGE..ON ROAD AGAIN..COCK CROWS 
DISTANT) 

ICHABOD: Cockcrow! Ghosts always vanish at cockcrow! Let's see...if he's 
gone. 

SOUND: (GALLOPING HOOVES) 

ICHABOD: (GASP) He hasn't vanished! He's right behind! He's a going to 


throw his head at me. (SCREAM) Ahhhhh? 

MUSIC: UP_ AND UNDER AS 

ANNOUNCER : What happened? The answer is in your public library — together 
with a hundred other stories by Washington Irving as quaint and 
amusing and unusual as this. The Librarian is ready to serve 
you in many ways - to help you read with a purpose ~ to help 
you with your particular job. Ask your librarian about these 


many helpful services which are yours - for the asking. 


MUSIC: (SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES". ..UP AND UNDER) 
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NNOUNCER: Nex tin sausecess (day) (and time) thorsiccsieseesasu ..-(group) of 
CNG teties ica ces eases (school, college or camp) will bring you 
another famous writer. Next week it's Bret Harte~and his famous 
book - "The Luck of Roaring Camp". Next....... .. (day) - same 


time — same station. 


USIC: (UP_ TO FINISH) 
1, NOUNCER ° This is SUG UO Msc bees wie soot 
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REASURES _ NEXT DOOR Production Notes No. 4 
OICES: (Page 2) These should be women, shrieking and laughing in falsetto, 


CICES: 


CHABOD: 


OST: 


AN BRUNT: 


ATIE: 


OTHER: 


RICKETS: 


distant. Then two, closer to mike, in eerie voices that seem almost 
inhuman, saying the line that is indicated on "echo mike". (Use echo 
mike if it is available) 

Page 3) Have about six children gabbling in background, with the 
three having lines, two girls and a boy, reading the lines so indicated 
almost simultaneously. Then all gradually quiet as Ichabod speaks. 
This should be a man who understands comedy characterization and can 
speak in a rather high, nasal voice. Do not let him make too much of a 
burlesque character of the part, however, as we must believe in 
Ichabod, and sympathize with him in his more emotional scenes toward 
the end of the script. 

A boy of about ten; sullen and scared. "Yelps" in script indicate, of 
course, that he cries as he is hit. 

Ichabod's rival. Should be young man of about twenty-four with a 
pugnacious manner, suggesting hulking strength, but not much brains. 
The sense of humor of the practical joker, and the injured feelings of 
a defeated lover. He should have a gutteral, Dutch accent. 

A bright, lovable young girl. Hearty, simple minded, and typically 
Dutch. May have very slight accent. 

Heavier woman, perhaps about sixty. More obvious accent than Katie. 
Should sound like typical Dutch housewife. 

Girl's voices, falsetto, and suggesting in their words the rasping 


sound of crickets. (Use filter mike if possible) 
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> ICES: (Page 11) About three men and three women can work in background of 
this scene ~ more if available. They should be of varying ages, all 
with suggestion of Dutch accent. Each should be assigned definite 
portions of speeches marked "Voices" and "All", and "Chorus", "Man", 
"Another", etc. should be individuals of this group who step up to 
mike for lines. 

AIT TASSSL: Older man, fatherly, cheerful, fond of a joke. 

OICE: (Page 14) Man's voice, off mike, calling in hollow, pectoral 
quality of voice. The "Dirty laugh" should be done in same 
manner, also voice marked "Sound", page 15. 

OUND: Page 2: Echos of Indian War Whoops. Have groups of men imitating 


Indians in eerie manner in background, with wailing or moaning 


effect. 

age 2. (FAINT FAR AWAY VOICES) Explained under (Cast. ) 

age 2: (WIND AND FAINT RATTLE OF HOOFS) Use wind machine faintly, with 
hoof beat effect (COCOANUT SHELLS OR RUBBER PIUNGERS) on hollow 
surface. Fade in under announcer, bring up a little as he pauses, 
then fade out under his last speech on page. 

Page 33 (RAPPING) Use gavel on desk. Children's voices marked "sound" 
will naturally be taken by cast. 

"age 4: (SPAT SPAT SPAT AND YELPS) Flexible rubber hitting hand of sound 
man, with synchronized gasps and cries from Yost. 

Page 5: (TWITTERING OF BIRDS) Use water bird whistle. 


The "SYMPHONY" on this page should build, one sound being added 


to those already established as announcer reads. Most of these 


19 


fe 63 


ge 7: 


ge 9: 


ge ll: 


ge 14: 


SIC: 


134032-D 


sounds can be sufficiently well imitated by members of the cast 

to accomplish the comedy effect desired. Don't worry too mch 
about realism - a suggestion of reality is all that is needed 

for the required laugh. 

(DOOR OPENS) A metal laugh that will register on mike will help 
this effect. Door should be off mike, of course. The closing 
explains itself. 

(TUNING FORK) An actual tuning fork, striking the "do", 

(OWL) This should also be a member of cast who can achieve a 
fairly good imitation. The same for bull frog on next page. 
(COUNTRY DANCE,.STAMPING...LAUGHTER) All a little in background, 
brought up and down so that individual speeches are distinctly 
heard over these sounds, which are made by cast. 

All the sounds of horses hooves on this and the succeeding pages 
are very important from the standpoint of speed and of distance 
from mike. They can lend much to the production, if studied and 
rehearsed carefully - or they can be just some more unimportant, 
indistinguishable sounds. The script indicates clearly what is in- 
tended, and a close following of directions given will add immeasur— 
ably to the effectiveness of the program. The Whinning can be done 
by the sound man, as well as the "echo" whistling. 

In the original production, special music was composed for most of 
the effects desired, but the nature of the selections are clearly 
enough indicated to enable any good musician to select or improvised 


short interludes which fit the mood. 
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EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the In- 
terior, Office of Education, Washington, D.C. The script remains the 
property of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially.) 


TREASURES NEXT DOOR 


2 iE aE —eSGSu EEE ore 


ANNOUN CER 
STUMPY 

KEN TUCK 
PETE 

BAR KEEPER 


See Last Pages for Production Notes 


ANNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down — alone - 
with a good book? 

IGAN: (UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIES" ESTABLISH FIRST PHRASE AND) 

ANNOUNCER: Good books are like good friends ~ always there = always the 
same — (WAM IT UP) They're waiting for you — one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library - if you'll go 
in = and ask for them. 

YRGAN : 


RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACKGROUND 


AS) 
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This afternoon (or evening) the .....se.eeeeee e (group) of the wee. 
eceeeeee(School, college or camp) brings you fifteen minutes with 


an important writer. 


ORGAN: (CONTINUES ALONE FOR THREE SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL) 


ANNOUNCER: 


ORGAN: 


ANNOUNCER: 


ORGAN: 
MEN'S VOICES: 
SOUND: 
STUMPY: 


KENTUCK : 


(OVER) Today we bring you Bret Harte and his famous short story, 
"The Luck of Roaring Camp". Harte was an unknown young magazine 
editor when this story was published. As the first writer of lo- 
cal color stories of America — he faced a storm of disap»oroval and 
misunderstanding. Critics claimed that his miners and gamblers 
were untrue to life. Publishers feared that the morals of the 
gold camps might offend their readers. A printer indignantly re- 
fused to set up "The Luck of Roaring Camp" in type because it had 
made his young lady assistant blush. But Paris and London hailed 
him. The public rewarded him with fame and fortune. Bret Harte 
happily squandered the fortune and died in poverty. But the fame 
is still his. 

ALONE BRIEFLY 

(OVER) His story opens in Roaring Camp - the toughest gold mining 


camp in California. In a saloon known as Tuttle's Grocery ~ three 


men are sitting around a poker table. The cards have been dealt... 


OUT 

(AD LIB IN BACKGROUND - OFF MIKE) 
(CLINKING GLASSES) 

I open two blues. 


I'm ine How 'bout it, Pete? 
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ANNOUNCER: This afternoon (or evening) the ........-..-+ee(group) of the oe... 
eeeeseee(school, college or camp) brings you fifteen minutes with 
an important writer. 

ORGAN: (CONTINUES ALONE FOR THREE SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL) 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) Today we bring you Bret Harte and his famous short story, 
"The Luck of Roaring Camp". Harte was an unknown young magazine 
editor when this story was published. As the first writer of lo- 
cal color stories of America — he faced a storm of disaporoval and 
misunderstanding. Critics claimed that his miners and gamblers 
were untrue to life. Publishers feared that the morals of the 
gold camps might offend their readers. A printer indignantly re- 
fused to set up "The Luck of Roaring Camp" in type because it had 
made his young lady assistant blush. But Paris and London hailed 
hime The public rewarded him with fame and fortune. Bret Harte 
happily squandered the fortune and died in poverty. But the fame 
is still his. 

ORGAN: ALONE BRIEFLY 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) His story ovens in Roaring Camp - the toughest gold mining 
canp in California. In a saloon known as Tuttle!s Grocery ~ three 
men are sitting around a poker table. The cards have been dealt... 

ORGAN: OUT 


MEN'S VOICES: (AD LIB IN BACKGROUND — OFF MIKE) 


SOUND: (CLINKING GLASSES) 
STUMPY: I open two blues. 
KENTUCK: I'm in. How 'bout it, Pete? 
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KEN TUCK: 
PETE: 


SOUND 3 


STUMPY : 
PETE: 


Ka NTUCK: 


SARKEEPER: 


KENTUCK: 


STIMPY: 
KONTUCK 
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I'1]1 stay. How many, Stumpy? 

I'm standin pat. 

Give me three. 

All right. What do you do, Kentuck? 

I*11 bet two. 

I'm ine 

Well, I'm going to raise your three. 

Your three and two more. 

Five to stay, huh? 

(SEVERAL REVOLVER SHOTS IN QUICK SUCCESSION...DOES NOT INTERRUPT 
DIALOGUE) 

(INDIFFERENT) What's that? 

I'll raise ya! five. (CASUALLY) Sounds like shootin!. 

That beats me. 

I?ll see ya, Stumpy. 

(SLIGHTLY OFF) Kanaka Joe just shot Limpy dead across the bar. 
I thought I heerd shootin, but my back was turned. Well, what ya! 
got, Stumpy? | 

Four kings} 

It's all yours. 

Your pot, Stumpy. So Limny got killed, eh? ‘Bout time. 

Yeah, 'bout time. 

Well, its oe deal, Stumpy. 

(DOOR OPENS) 


Say, listen, are any of you gents in here ever been a father? 
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ALL: (AD LIB) What? A father? 

JAKE: It's Cherokee Sal! I think she's a-goin to cash in her checksł 

SOUND: (AD LIB) Cherokee Sal, wh?... 

BARKEEAPERS How bout you, Stumpy? You've had considerable experience gittin' 
married? 

ALL: (LOUD LAUGHTER...AD LIB) I'll say he has. How many wives ya got, 
Stumpy? Three, aint it? That's why he's hidin out hered 

KENTUCK: Hold on, boyse This is kinder rough on Sal. Better go down to 
her cabin, Stumpy, and see what you kin do fer herl 

STIMPY: Aw right. Jest my luck when the cards was runnin! right. 

ALL: (AD LIB) We'll come along with you and wait outside. Imagine ~ 
a baby) 

ORGAN: (UP AWD UNDER AS:) 

ANNOUNCER: All kinds of strangers came to Roaring Camp ~ fugatives from just- 
ice — murderers-gold miners — but this was the first baby. The 
crowd gathered around Cherokee Sal's cabin — where they built an 
open fire of withered pine boughs and talked it over...e 

ORGAN: OUT 

SOUND: ( CRACKLING OF FIRE) 

KENTUCK: Shore seems funny t!think of a baby in this camp. 

SANDY $ Doggone my skin if this aint th' durndest, dangdest, forsakendest 
spot on the face of this yere earth 

UNCLE BILLY: (CACKLING VOICE) Sandy's right. I disremember of having such a 
streak of hard luck in the last seventy years. 

KENTUCK: 


I aint taken out enough pay dirt this month to buy terbaccer,. 
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SOUND: 
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UNCLE BILLY». 


SANDY: 
UNCLE BILLY: 
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Luck!s a mighty queer thing. All you know 'bout it is its bound 


to change». Mebbe this yere baby o! Cherokee Sal's will bring 
Roaring Camp a streak of luck! 

I?11 bet three to five its a girl 

Take youl 

Even money the kid don't live. 
Aw, give us odds on that, Jake. The only other young 'n in the 
camp, Jinny's colt, died this mawnin!. 

I hear something. Listen. 
(BABY'S WAIL) (MURMUR OF EXCITEMENT) 


(AD LIB...CHEERING) Hooray] Hip! Hip! Hurrah! 


It's that baby! 
Let's explode a barrel of gunpowder to welcome the little stranger. 


Shoot off your revolvers 


Better not. - it's a more smoothin 


noisel 

(SHOTS... YELLS) 

(DOOR OPENS... VOICES DIE DOWN) 
(YELLS) It's a boy, fellers! It's a boy! 
( CHEERING ) 

I win the bet! Pay up, PeteJ 
How's Sal? 
(MATTER OF FACT) Not so good. In fact pretty bad. In fact, 
dead. 


(MURMUR OF CROWD) Aw. Too bad! Etc..... 


I say we send him to Red Dog — there's some of the miners there 


got their wives with 'em A baby needs female care] 


she's 
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JAKE.: Luck's a mighty queer thing. All you know 'bout it is its bound 
to changee Mebbe this yere baby o! Cherokee Sal's will bring 


Roaring Camp a streak of luck! 


FETE? I'll bet three to five its a girl 

SANDY: Take youl 

JAKE : Even money the kid don't live. 

KONTUCK: Aw, give us odds on that, Jake. The only other young 'n in the 


camp, Jinny's colt, died this mawnin!. 
UNCLE BILLY: I hear something. Listen. 
SCUND: (BABY'S WAIL) (MURMUR OF EXCITEMENT) 
MEN: (AD LIB...CHEERING) Hooray] Hip! Hip! Hurrah! 


UNCLE BILLY: It's that baby! 


PETE: Let's explode a barrel of gunpowder to welcome the little stranger. 

KENTUCK? Better not. SGhoot off your revolvers - it's a more smoothin 
noisel 

SOUND: (SHOTS... YELLS) 

SOUND: (DOOR OPENS... VOICES DIE DOWN) 

STUMPY: (YELLS) It's a boy, fellers! It's a boy! 

ALL: ( CHEERING ) 

SANDY : I win the bet! Pay up, Petel 


UNCLE BILLY: How's Sal? 


STUMPY: (MATTER OF FACT) Not so good. In fact pretty bad. In fact, she's 
dead. 

ALL: (MURMUR OF CROWD) Aw. Too bad! Etc..... 

SANDY; 


I say we send him to Red Dog — there's some of the miners there 


got their wives with 'em <A baby needs female carel 
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(HOWL OF PROTEST...AD LIB) Nol Keep him here! ‘We won't send 

him awaye 

This yere kid is our'n. Them fellers at Red Dog might likely swap 
it and ring in somebody else on us. 

(DUBIOUSLY) Wal, I s'pose we might send out and get him some 
woman to look out fer him. 

(HOWL OF PROTEST...AD LIB) No, sireed No women. We don't want 
any women here} 

No real particular woman aint going to live in Roarin' Camp and we 
don't want our kid brung up ty any other kind, eh boys? 

(MURMUR OF AGREEMENT) Kentuck's right. 

I tell yer. We kin bring up this yere young 'un. But we'll need 
some clo'tes and baby truck. Step right inside, gents, and put yer 
contributions in the hat. | 

(SHUFFLE OF FEET ON STEPS...BRING UP BABY COOS THROUGHOUT) 

Hat's off, boys. 

Don't crowd. 

Is that him? 

Mighty small specimin. 

Aint bigger 'n a derringer. 

Got quite a color though. Makes that red flannel he's wrapped 

in look washed out. 

Gents, pass around the table and out the tack door. Them that 
wished to contribute any thing toward the orphan put it in the hat, 


and ne questions asked. 
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Here's a silver terbaccer box. 
This yere navy revolver's got silver mountings. 

I'll donate my lucky nugget. 

I bought this here diamond breastpin for a lady in Sacremento but 
she got hung. 

My ring goes your breastpin two diamonds better. 

Keep agoin, gents. Gold dust accepted. Ton't worry if the ini- 
tials on the silverware aint your'n. Mistakes will happen. 
Thanks for the gold spur, Jaybird. Is that bill good, Charlie? 
Who put that lady's embroidered handkercher in the hat? Ah, here's 
a ten dollar gold piece donated by Kaintuck] 

(BABY COOS...GURGLES) 

(WITH CRY) 


Htyar yer little feller. Say did you see that? The 


danged little cuss. He wrastled with my finger... (LAUGHS EMBAR~ 
RASSEDLY) Shucks ~ he wrastled with it — the danged lil! cuss! 
Here, Jake, your Pinto!s saddled. Ride up to Sacremento with 
this stuff. 
What'll I ask for? Aw, I never tried to outfit a baby. 
Just tell ‘em all the fixins. 

But mind you ~ the best that can be got. Lace, you know, filli- 
gree work, frills and the cost be durned] 

UP_AND UNDER AS 

(OVER) Strange to say the baby lived and thrived. He was a month 
old before they decided to give him a name, The wags of the camp 
prepared an elaborate burlesque on the christening ceremony and all 


Roaring Camp came to see the fun. 
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ORGAN: (OUT) 


SOUND: (AD LIB...MOUTH ORGAN MUSIC) 
SANDY: (ASIDE) I hear Boston's wrote a speech that'll bust your sides 
fer laffin!'. 
PETE: (ASIDE) He's put in jokes about everybody in camp. 
BOSTON: (MUSIC STOPS) If anybody has got anything to say afore we christen 


this yere child let him speak up now or else forever hold his 


peace. 

STIMPY: I got something to say. 

ALL: (AD LIB) Who's that? Why, its Stumvy] Wonder what he wants, etc. 
STIMPY: It aint my style to spoil fun, boys but it strikes me that this 


here thing aint exactly on the square. It!s playing it pretty low 
down on this baby to ring in fun on him that he aint going to un- 
derstand, and that it would be better if he didn't understand. 
And ef there's a goin! to be any godfathers round to give hima 
name, I'd like to know who's got any better rights than me? 
BOSTON: You're durn right, Stumpy. I hadn!t orter made fun of the little 
skeesickse An! ef tnere's anybody else round here low-dowm nizen 
mean enough to make fun of him, my trigger finger is itchin!. 
Well —- I'm waitin to hear a laugh. (SILENCE) All right. Go on, 
Stumpy. 
STUMPY: All the same we're here for christening and we're going to have a 
christening. I'll give the little feller a name. He's brung 
Roaring Camp luck. We've struck it rich ever since he come here 
amongst us. So I now aeia him Luck, Thomas Luck, according to 
the laws of the United States and the State of California, so help 


me God? 
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SOUND: (BABY CRYING) 


(CHEERS. ..HABMONICA MUSIC) 


ORGAN: (UP_AND OVER) 


ANNOUNCER: Almost imperceptible ~ a change came over Roaring Camp. A rose- 
wood cradle was packed eighty miles by muleback — and it made 
Cherokee Sal's old cabin so homelike that the miners began to drop 
in during the evening - to see how the baby was getting on. This 
took business away from the saloon — and the proprietor of Tuttle's 
Grocery watched the changes with disapproval. One afternoon Pete 
dropped in at the bar... 

SOUND: (DOOR OPENS) 

PETE: Hello, Jim! Where's the boys? 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

BA RKEEPER: (BITTSRLY) Dow at Stumpy's cabin, I reckon, singing lullabyes] 
Doggone ef it pays to run a saloon in this doggone, baby-nussin, 
tarnation camp any more. 

PETE: Ain't them mirrors and that carpet somepin new? 

DA RKEEPER: I was drove to it. All the boys was talkin! about the elegant 
fixin's in the Luck's cabin. | | 

PETE.: Yes, nothing is too good fer the little cuss. 

BARKIEPER: Well, (SIGHING) It aint much like the old days. Why, we aint 
had a shootin! for two months. 

ro Ts $ Nope ~= it might wake the Luck up. 

BARKEBPER: Roarin! Camp, they uster call it! The toughest, noistest camp in 


the Sierras. (SCORNFULLY) Now Whisperin' Camp would be a better 


name for it. 
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Stumpy wont allow no cussin', even down to the gulch when the 
wind's the wrong way...Saay, I got my hoss and rode ten mile 
t'other day jest to cusse Done me a sight of good, tool 

Well, what'll it be, Pete? 

The usual. 

Here yar 

Well, here's how. 

(DOOR OPENS) 

Say, either of you seen Kentuck? 

(AD LIB) No, what's the matter? Why? Etc.... 

You know, Kentuck. Always looked on clo'es as a sort of second 
hide he shucked off like a rattler. 

Kentuck sure aint no bloomin! dude. 

(IN AWE) Say, You'd ought er see him now. I just dropped in at 
Stumpy's to see how the Luck was getting on and there he sot, 
proud as Tunket rockin! the kid ~ in a clean shirt - an his face 
was shinin! like an apple. 

Nog You don't say so? Etc... 

All this washin! aint healthy. You can't tell mel 

(GLOOMILY) Stumpy says babies hev got to be kep sanitary. 
Listen... 

(CLATTER OF HOOFS OUTSIDE) 

Here comes the pony express rider. 


(DOOR OPENS) 
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My horse has cast a shoe...curse the Luck} By thunder, I... 


(AD LIB SHOUTING) Nod Shut up! Can't say that, etc.... 
(IN AMAZEMENT) Gol darn it, don't point them guns at me, 
sents. What did I say? 


You started t! curse, Partner] 


Nobody can't swear around Roarin! Camp? Not no more, they 


can't You just keep a quiet tongue in your head! 
UP_AND UNDER 

(OVER) In the long summer days the Luck was usually carried 
to the gulch from whence the golden store of Roaring Camp 
was taken. There, on a blanket spread on pine boughs he would 
lie while the men worked in the ditches below. Nature was his 
nurse and playfellow.e For him the tall redwoods nodded famil~ 
larly; the bumblebees buzzed, and the rooks cawed a lullaby. 
him the rough Miniere would bring offerings of wild honeysuckle, 
a flake of glittering mica, a bright pebble from the bank of 
the creek.eece 

(TWITTERING OF BIRDS) 

(BABY COOS) 

(SOFTLY) Well, durn my skin ef the Luck aint talking to that 
yere jaybird a~settin! in his lap! I must tell the rest of 
Teme 

(FADE IN PICKS AND SHOVELS OF MINERS) 

(AD LIB DOWN AS) 

Hay, listen ~ I crep up the bank just now and there Tommy was 
a~talkin! 


to a jaybirdd There they sat just as free and 


ll 
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sociable as you please, a~jawin! at each other like two cherry- 
bums] 

You can bet yore pile that the Luck is the knowingest purtiest, 
goldarndest kid in Californy! 

And good as they make ‘tem. Yesterday didn't he creep out of 
his corral and fall off the bank on his head in the soft earth 
and stay thar with his legs in the air fer five minutes with- 
out a yin? 

(SHOUT) Hil I found a nugget! Big as a chaw of terbaccer$ 

I disremember striking! so much pay dirt in the last sixty- 
seven yearse 

It!s the Luck] We got the Luck with us now-a-days. Did I ever 
tell yer how he wrastled with my finger fust time I seen hin? = 
tne dern little cuss] 

(AD LIB GROANTNG ) You shore did tell us, Kentuck. Only about 
fifteen hundred times. 

It's gittin! time fer his nap. You, Jake, go up thar and swing 
him to sleep. You got the most motherly voice. 

I'd shot a man dead for sayin! that six months ago. (GOING) 
(PICKS AND SHOVELS) 

(OFF MIKE, SINGS VERSE AND CHORUS OF CLEMINTINE) 

(SINGING AS BACKGROUND FOR THE FOLLOWING CONVERSATION) 

What's on yer mind, Stumpy? 

I been thinkin!, Purty soon Tommy is goin! to be growing up 

ON Use 


He shore is. 
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We'd orter be thinkin! of his future. Kids need female in- 
flooencel | 

(DISMALLY) Gosh amighty! Wimmen! 

Wimmen shore raise fuctions round a camp! 

Not the right kind o'wimmin. What Roarin! Camp needs is some 
famblies with more kids for the Luck to play with. 

What kin they larn him we can't larn him? 

Well, kin we teach him to say his prayers, fer instance, 
Prayin! aint my strong pint. 

Mine neither. 

No two ways about it, our kid has got to be brung up right, 
And that means wimmen.e So what I say is, why don't we invite 
„two three famblies to settle in Roarin? Camp? 

(DISMALLY) Wimmen means more washinl 

Biled shirts] 

Mebbe even shavind. 

but we got to think of the Luck, aint we? 

Come spring then we'll find us a couple of famblies with kidse 
They'll plant posies in termater ese. and put ruffled curtings 
at the winders. The other camps!'11l laugh at us. 

We kin laugh at ourselves, but any stranger that laughs is jest 
honing fer a funeral. 

(PICK AND SHOVEL) 

(FINISHES SONG) ' 


They've quit singin!. 
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(COMING UP) He's asleep, boys. Whatcha lookin so worried 
fer, Sandy? 

(ASIDE) You aint heard what Stumpy wants we should get fer 
the Luck. 

(ASIDE) What - a razor? <A revolver? 

(DISMALLY ASIDE) Wuss than that} Wimmenl 

(DISGUSTEDLY) Wimmen! 

In the spring we're lettin in some famblies. 

On, well, spring'sa long ways off. Plenty can happen between 
now and then. 
UP_AND UNDER AS 
And plenty did happen. The snow lay deep on the Sierras all 
that winter. And when it began to melt a flood came down the 
valley. What happened next? What happened to Luck of Roaring 
Camp? You'll find this and other Bret Harte stories in your 
public library. Ask for the Outcasts of Poker Flats, M'liss, 
Tennessee's Partner, and many other delightful stories of 
hard=bitten, straight—shooting, tenderhearted gamblers, miners, 
and bad men of the old west. ‘These stories captured the inm- 
aginationof the entire literary world and were the first 
literature of our great west. 


UP_SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" AND UNDER 


Wext.....seeeee(day and time) the.......ee.--(group) of the 
ecccvesecesesse (school, college or camp) will bring you another 


Tamous writer. Next week it!s Herman Melville and his famous 
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story...e'Typee"...Next.....(day) same time - same station. 
LUSIC: UP TO FINISH 


TNOUNCERS This is stations ..24064446% 
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TREASURES NEXT DOOR" Production Notes Noe 5 
IST? 

MHPY:  ) These six characters are all of the hard-boiled, quick on 

NTUCK: ) 

TE: ) the trigger, but heart of pure gold type that figure so 

K3: ) 

RXEEP=R: ) prominently in plays and novels of '49. Stumpy is older 

NDY: ) 


than the others, Kentuck has a more perceptible southern 
drawl, but all should have the typical "western" flavor of the 
time. Try to get as much contrast in voices as possible. 

CLE BILLY: The voice of a man over seventy; should be cackling, as in- 
dicated, with a break in it, suggesting great age. 

STON Of the same general nature as others, but with a trace of 
New England or English accent =- a little greater "gift of 
gab". Must not, however, be too refined or cultured. 

Ns This part can be doubled, if necessarye His voice should 
be youthful, but of the same general twang as others. Try 
to get vocal quality to contrast with Sandy, Pete and bar- 


keepere 


E 2; (CLINKING GLASSES) This should be off mike a little, and 
not too frequent. Glasses can be set down on wood at inter- 
vals, and water poured into them will give effect of bar- 
keeper filling them up. Ad lib in background should help this 
effect. Poker chips being stacked or thrown on wod close 
to mike will also help, on cue, as with Stumpy's first line, 


"I open two blues", 
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> 33 (SEVERAL REVOLVER SHOTS) This has been explained beforee The 
shots should be well off mike, of course. 

> 43 (CRACKLING OF FIRE) This is simulated with crackling of 
cellophane near mike, as is quite commonly known. Too much 
of course, will give the effect of conflagration. 

ae (FADE IN PICKS AND SHOVELS OF MINERS) ‘This can be easily 
done with a small box of dirt and pebbles, an ash shovel or 
child's toy spade, and a little ingenuity in scraping and 
shoveling, alternating with blows struck with edge of tool to 
give effect of picking. This should continue through scene at 
intervals as suzgested by dialogue. 

RAL NOTES: Avoid letting any of the characters get at all sentimental 
about the child. True sentiment, not sentimentality, is the 
basis of the story. Keep the cast hardboiled on the surface, 
no matter how soft hearted underneathe <Any of these men 
would rather die than be considered a softy. They are generous 
and superstitious, as the story reveals, but at the same time, 
callous and hard shelled. And keep them sincere! Their life 
is no joke to them, and the worst mistake any director could 
make would be to play this program in the burlesque manner that 
has become so popular in little theatres since professional 
and semi~professional success of "The Drunkard" and plays of 


that ilk in revival. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
PARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 


Office of Education 
Washington | 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the In~ 
terior, Office of Education, Washington, D.C. ‘The script remains the 
roperty of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially. 


CAST 


ANNOUNCER 

HERMAN MELVILLE 

CHILD, Melville's grandson 
á CAPTAIN 

TOBY, a sailor 

FAYAYAY, a Typee "belle" 

MEEEVI, a Typee chief 


see Last Pages for Production Notes 


UTNOUICER : (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down ~ alone ~ 


with a good book? 


UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIZS" ESTABLISH FIRST PHRASE AND) 

SITIOUNCER $ Good books are like good friends ~ always there ~ always the 
same ~ (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for you ~ one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library ~ if you'll go 
in ~ and ask for them. 


RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARZS AID IMMODIATELY IN BA 


CKGROUND AS) 
aANOUNCSR: This afternoon (or evening) the..........e06. .e(group) of the 
os eeesceeeeee(School, college or camp) brings you fifteen minutes ~ 


with an important writer. We really ought to start off our program 
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this afternoon with a "Yo-ho-ho my hearties!" or some other 
nautical phrase. 

For the story which we are about to dramatize for your pleasure ~ 
"Typee" - was written by the greatest teller of sea tales in 

our American literature ~ yet he did not become famous until 
thirty years after his death, Herman Melville was born in New 
York City in 1819 when its great harbor was crowded with masts 
and white sail whalers bound for the romantic isles, merchant- 
men loaded with spices and silks from strange lands, junks, pri~ 
vateers, schooners set his boyish mind to wandering in far places 
long before his feet trod a deck. He lived many of the adventures 
which he put in his books. Once he fell from a yard-arm one 
hundred feet into the sea, and once barely escaped being roasted 
for a cannibal feast. And now let us imagine that we are listen- 
ing to Melville, himself, at seventy-two, telling his young 


grandson how he happened to write "Typee".... cee. 


SIC: (BLOW THE MAN DOWN) 


LV IILS; 


LV ILLE} 


(SINGING TWO LINES OF BLOW TEE MAN DOWN) 

(SHRILLY) Oh, that's the nicest song, grandfather! Where did 
you learn it? 

On the deck of a whaler rounding Cape Horn in 141, my lad. 

With a howling northeaster whistling in the top-gallants. 

Oh, I wish I'd been with you. 

Tne sea was a hard life for hard men in those days, sonny. May 
be you wouldn!t've liked it. 


Oh, yes I would. 
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(LAUGHING) What makes you think so, eh? 

I often dream of being on a ship with patched sails, anda 
great wooden body carved on the bow.... 

Why, that's the "Dolly"! That's the ship I ran away from in 
Marquesas, 

It's funny I can dream about her, grandfather, when I never saw 
such a ship in my life. 

You're a chip cff the old block, lad. The seas in your blood. 
I?m going to be a sailor when I grow up. 

Ah, but it's all changed nowadays. No more moldly hard tack to 
eat, no more tarry ropes. Sailors have clean hands since steam 
does their work for tem. | 

But why did you run away from the "Dolly"? 

I was tired of being flogged with a rope. 

Oh, did the captain do that to you, grandfather? 

Indeed he did, and more, too. See that scar on my hand? That 
was made with a hand spike, 

What a wicked man he must have been, 

Oh, I dare say he wasn't any worse than most whaler's 

captains. But at the time even the cannibals seemed better to 
me than him. 

Cannibals} Ohhhhh! Did they eat you, grandfather? 

Would I be holding you on my knee here now if they had? But 
no doubt that's what Toby thought when he left me among the Typees. 
Who was Toby? Who aro the Typees? Tell me the whole story, 
grandfather. 

I wrote it all in a book when I got back from my voyage. 
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Oh, but it's realler to hear you tell it. 

(TO SELF DREAMILY) Aye! Sometimes I think that those four 
years before the mast and among the brown natives in that bright 
green valley in Nukahiva was the only real life I've ever had. 
That's why I wrote about them when I was sitting safe and snug 
at a dull_desk. Oh, to live them over again! Safety is well 
enough for old men, but when you're twenty you fall in love 

wito the bright face of danger. 

Grandfather, grandfather! Aren't you going to tell me about how 
you ran away from the "Dolly?" 

Aye, aye, I'll spin you the yarn, sonny. I was only a lad my 
self in those days. Scarce twenty, I was ~ when we were roaming 
the South Seas in search of whales, and no luck, One day the 
"Dolly" tacked into the bay of Nukahiva to fill her water casks, 
Nobody who lives in civilized lands can imagine the beauty of 
these savage islands ~ waterfalls tumble from high mountain tops 
into deep green valleys. It looked good to us after weeks of 
grey seas and hungry sharks and blows and curses. But Captain 
Vangs called us together on deck and gave us a waming. . (FADE) 
(VOICES FADE IN,..MURMUR OF SAILORS ASSEMBLING ON DSCK) 

Now men I suppose you want to go ashore. You'd growl if I don't 
let you. All the same it's dangerous. Plenty of white men nave 
disappeared in the Marquesas. Don't blame me if the bloody 
islanders make a meal out of one of you. But go ‘long if you 
wanta. Keep close to the French settlement and get back to the 
ship afore sunset and the Lord have mercy on your souls? 


(AD LIB CHEERING) Hooray! 
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Diya s'pose the skipper is right? I didn't ship afore the mast 
to be digested by cannibals. 

I saw a sailor with a broad stripe tatooed across his face by 
these heat none onde. He wasn't pretty. 

(LAUGHS) 

What're you laughing about, Herman Melville? 

(VOICE NOW ABOUT TWENTY YEARS OLD) Are you gonna let the old 
man scare you outa your liberty with a few old yarns? Why, I'd 
g0 ashore if every pebble on the beach was a live coal ready to 
broil me. 

Good for you, Herman. I'm with you, my hearty! I'm sick of the 
Quarter deck as anyone. 

Hist, Toby. Step behind the galley where we can't be heard. 
(COMING UP) What's on your mind, Heman? 

I overheard the cap'n tell the first mate he wouldn't go home 
with an empty hold if tne voyage took five years. 

(WHISTLING) Whew! ‘That's bad. I didn't want to stay down here 
forever. 

We can escape! 

Escape? Where? It might be months afore another ship hove 

to here. 

I've read about Nukahiva. There are two tribes on opposite 
sides of yonder mountain and only the Typees are cannibals.. 
Wetll shove over the mountains tonight, go down among the Happars 
and hide safe till we sight a boat. 


But what about rations? 
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Diya s'pose the skipper is right? I didn!t ship afore the mast 
to be digested by cannibals. 

I saw a sailor with a broad stripe tatooed across his face by 
these heathens. once: He wasn't pretty. 

(LAUGHS ) 

What're you laughing about, Herman Melville? 

(VOICE NOW ABOUT TWENTY YEARS OLD) Are you gonna let the old 
man scare you outa your liberty with a few old yarns? Why, I'd 
g0 ashore if every pebble on the beach was a live coal ready to 
broil me, 

Good for you, Herman, I'm with you, my hearty! I'm sick of the 
Quarter deck as anyone, 

Hist, Toby. Step behind the galley where we can't be heard. 
(COMING UP) What's on your mind, Herman? 

I overheard the cap'n tell the one mate he wouldn't go home 
with an empty hold if the voyage took five years. 

(WHISTLING) Whew! ‘That's bad. I didn't want to stay down here 
forever. 

We can escape! 

Escape? Where? It might be months afore another ship hove 

to here. 

I've read about Nukahiva. There are two tribes on opposite 
sides of yonder mountain and only the Typees are cannibals.. 
We'll shove over the mountains tonight, go down among the Happars 
and hide safe till we sight a boat. 


But what about rations? 
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We'll find plenty of cocoanuts, bananas, breadfruit ~ and wetll 
fill our blouses with biscuits to stay us on our climb. 

Well, I don't know. 

The native girls are beauties, they say. Maybe you won't want 
to be rescued. 

Oh, all right, brother, After all anything's better than this 
stinking tub. 

(TWO BeLLS...OFF MIKE) 

Two bells! The boat will be starting ashore! Quick®s our play? 
(SHOUTING OFF) Stir your stumps, you landlubbers!? 

(MUTTERING) In a few hours we'll be looking down on the "Dolly" 
and have a hearty laugh at your expense, old slave driver! 
(OFF) Lower away! Lower away! 

YSEA AIR". FEW MOM@NTS...THEN BEHIND 
From the first, though, our plans went awry. It rained, and let 
me tell you, sonny, a tropical rain can drown a man, Then half 
way up the mountain we were stopped by a wall of yellow reeds 

as tough as steel rods planted so close together an ant couldn't 
have passed through, When we broke through at last our hands 
were torn and bleeding. But we had to crawl on ‘tem all the same 
to the top of the ridge to keep from being seen below. 

And then we got a nasty surprise...(FADZ) 

(CRACKLING OF BUSHZS).. 

(HEAVY BREATHING) Well, mate, here we are! Now where do we go? 


(PANTING) Why down to the Happars, of course! 
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Vell, which of those valleys down there is the Happars and which 
is tne Typees? 

Vhy - why I'm all turned around! That's the Happars Valley 
yonder...no - wait a moment. It's the other one... or is it? 
Great Scott, Toby, I don't know. 

Did you expect to find sign posts? 

This is a pretty kettle of fish. We can't go back. Cap'n 
Vang'd hang us on the yard-arm for desertion. What'll we do? 
Do? Why stay where we are, of course! 

But the cocoanut palms and guava trees grow only in the valleys. 
We'd starve! 

That reminds me - I'm hungry. Let's have a ship's biscuit! 
(UTTERING a CRY) Ush! Tuey're soaked! 

I'm not hungry enough for such a mess. Here goes! 

(WITH CRY) Wait, Toby! Don't throw it away! It may take sev- 
eral days to get down to the valley - look at those cliffs! 
mese handfuls of biscuit paste are all we'll have to eat. 

If that's so, we'd better push on. Which valley will it be? 
Wetll toss a coin to sce. Heads, we go right - tails, left. 
BECO GO! seri (PAUSE) 

Tails it is! Come along, Eerman. 

But where's the path? That gulf looks blacker than our ship's 
hold! 

Well, if we break our necks we won't have to worry about being 


eaten! 
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(WITH EXCLAMATION) I've got it! Hark, Toby! What do you hear? 
(ROAR OF WaTERFALL) 

What do you mean? 

That dull roar. 

Oh, that's a waterfall. 

A waterfall! That's it! Water finds its way to the valley be- 
for it reaches the sea, We'll just follow the stream. That's 
as plain as the nose on your face, 

What's wrong with my nose I'd like to know! 
Nothing! It's a fine nose. A handsome nose. Come on, follow 
it to the happy valley of the Happars! 

(ROARING OF WaTHPRFALL GROWS LOUDER. ..SPLASE. ..GURGLE) 
(SHOUTING ABOVE IT) Well, Melville, we can't go back and we 
can't go on, so what do we do next? 

(SHOUTING) Jump from the top of the fall if we can't find an- 
otner path! 

But that's impossiole! 

On, no, my dear Toby. It's quite easy to jump. The only 
difficult thing is to land comfortably. 

(SHOUTING ABOVE WATER) ‘Well, here goes! My neck shall have the 
honor of being broken first! 

(CRASH OF ROCKS) 

(CALLING) Toby, are you killed? 

(DISTANCE) No, the branch broke and I fell -- 
How do I get down to you? 

(DISTANCE) The same way I did - by falling. 
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TRANSITION AND BSHIND) 
It took three days of heartbreaking effort and toil to reach 
tne grassy valley floor. 


I had wrenched my foot and could 


hardly hobble and we were both too ravenous to worry any longer 


whether we were in the land of the ferocious Typees or not. But 


after we had picked and eaten several custard apples a sound 


reacned our ears 
(INDISTINGUISHABLE MURMUR OF VOICES) 


I see them through the leaves - a boy anda girl. Heavens 


sne's a pretty creature. 

They hear us - they're looking this way! Let's speak to them. 
(AD LIB) Halloo! Hoo-oo! 
They're frightened to death. We must look wild in these tatters 


and whiskers. 


(PERSUASIVELY) Let's try them with this piece of red calico 


I brought? See! Look! Pretty! For youł 


(UNINTELLIGIBLE) Abo! Abo! Xi-ki-muee muce ah! 


You know some of the lingo, Melville? What are they sayings? 
They're telling us to follow them. 


Eere goes. I'd follow that little lady wherever she says. 


Which are they, do you think, Toby? Happar or Typec? 


‘Oh, Happar, of course! 


(CALLING) Ohawee! Ohawee! 


(DISTANCE) Ohawee! Ohawee! 


Well, the tribe has got the news of our arrival now. Yelll 


soon JImow what's in store for us. 
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(DRUMS COMING UP...) 

(SAVAGE CRIES...SHOUTS...COMING UP) 

Here comes the merry villagers. Put a bold face on it, 
shipmate! 

Thais fellow in front seems to be the chief. I'll offer him 
my plug of tobacco. 

(WILD CRIES AND CHEERS) 

Ask them who they are, Herman. 

You Happar? 

(ROAR OF ANGER) 

You Typee? 

(ROAR OF APPROVAL. .. CHEERS ) 

Well, our question's answered. Wetre among the cannibals. 
But surely they seem friendly. See, they're motioning for 
us to climb on the backs of those two stout fellows ride 
back to the village. 

They'll feed us up before they cook us. We're too thin to 
make good eating now, my lad! 

(CRIES OF SAVAGES...FADZ) 


WILD. ..WITH TOM-TOUS AS TRANSITION AND B=HIND 


Toby aid I were escorted to a vamboo mt with great ceremony. 
While the crowd danced outside, the chief brought us woven 
mats to lie on, bandaged my hurt foot with heros and green 
leaves and set gourds filled with poee-poee, a sort of paste 


made from bread-fruit, and cocoanut before us. For several 
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days we were the center of interest in the entire population 
of the Typees, which I found afterward numbered about two 
thousand people. I soon picked up enough of their lingo to 
converse, but you wouldn't understand it so I'll translate 
what we said in English. My Typee name was Lammo. 

(PZALS OF FEMININE LAUGHTER) 

These Typee gals are pretty enough - but they haven't got any 
manners. 

Pretty! That one they call: Fayaway on the end with the brown 
curls and white teetn is tne lovliest woman I ever saw any- 
where, 

But listen to 'em giggle. What's so funny about us, I'd 

like to know? 

( LAUGHTER ) 

We're not tattooed for one thing. Haven't you noticed? 

All Typee beaux are decorated from head to foot. 

Not for me. If we ever get out of here alive, I don't want 
my face to look a piece of fancy work. 

How can we ever get away from here? My foot is getting worse 
every day. I can nardly hobole on it. 

Maybe Fayavay would tell you what they're planning to do 
Witn us. 

I'll try questioning her.... 

Meanwhile I'11 climb that hill and see whether any new boats 


have come into the bay. Come along with Toby, girls. (GOING) 
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(LAUGHTER FADING INTO DISTANCE) 

Come here, Fayaway. 

You hongree? 

No, I'm not hungry, Fayaway. I want to talk. 
Yes, please! (GIGGLES) 

(VERY SLOWLY) Typee very good people. Typee very kind to 
white man. 

Yes, yes, Typee mortarkee - very good. Give plenty eat. 

By and by maybe white man go. Findum boat, yes? 

(BEGINNING TO CRY) You no like Typee, maybe? You no like 
Fayaway? 

I like you very much, Fayaway. But white man have country of 
their own ~- many days away. 

(CRYING) Many days away! Then maybe Favyaway never see you 
any more. (CHANGING TO ANGER) You got white girl, maybe. 
Prettier than Fayaway? 

No, no there isn't any girl...anywhere... 

See, I make this sign over you. That means taboo! Iammo 
belong to Fayaway, now. He is taboo to all other girls. 
(LAUGHTER GOING OFF) 

(CALLING) Fayaway, come back! 

(RUNNING UP) Herman! Herman! 

What's the matter? 


Something's up. The natives are getting ready for a ceremony. 
P & & 


Ceremony! 
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They were getting a huge fire ready, spreading out calibushes 
for a feast! 

A feast! What feast? 

We're going to be the feast I rather think! Shipmate! Why do 
you suppose these devils have been feeding us up the last few 
days? 

Wo, no, I won't believe it of these kind, simple people! 

Hark! Listen to that will you? 

(DRUMS IN DISTANCE) 

I got you into this, Toby! 

Don't you bother your head about that, matey! It's á pity 
though just when escape's in sight! 

What do you mean? 

You can look out over the bay from the hilltop. And there's 
a boat sitting out there at anchor, flying the British flag! 
(WITH GROAN) If it weren't for this cursed foot we could make 
a dash for it, even yet! Toby, - you must save yourself! 
Easy does it, shipmate. We're sticking it out together. 

No, no, don't wait a minute longer! Those drums sound nearer, 
(DRUMS COMING CLOSER...VCICES CHANTING IN DISTANCE) 

Wetl]l make a fight for it before they put us into the pot, 
anyhow! 

(DRUMS CHANTING CLOSE UP) 

They're coming for us alright. They're dancing around the hut, 


Eere comes Mehevi into the hut. What's he carrying? 
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A trencher with some kind of meat on it. Evidently we're to 
get a last meal. 

Lammo! Tobee! Eat! Plenty good! Um! Un! 

You're not going to eat any of that mess, are you, Herman? 
Why how can you tell what it is in the dark? 

By tasting it, of course. It's very much like veal. 

By the soul of Captain Cook it's more likly to be a baked 
baby. There was never a calf in the South Seas. 

Mehevi looks so kind. Like a benovelent old grandfather. I 
simply can't believe they mean us any harm. (TO CHIH... 
CHANGING TONE) Mehevi, why come for white man? 

Typee make much feast. Make white man welcome. Then white 
man want to stay. 

(WITH CRY OF RELIEF) Do you hear him, Toby? It's a party 
for us. 

Well, I must say I'd rather be the guest of honor than the 
main dish. 

(TO CHIEF) But why Typee want white man stay, eh? 

White man lucky. Happars no come kill Typees while white man 
here. (BREAKS INTO A HARANGUE) Ah, you stay always here. 
Typee find pluce. No danger of starving here. Plenty bread- 
fruit. Plenty water. Plenty cocoanut. Plenty everything. 
Ah heaps. Heaps. Heaps! Muee! Nuee! WNuee! 

(CHANTING GROWS LOUDER...DRUMS ALSO) 

Here's Kory-Kory to carry me pig-a-back to the feast. You 
see things aren't so bad, Toby. 
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YBY: Maybe not - for the moment. But I'm not going to risk another 
scare like that. 

DLV ILI: (ASIDE) What are you going to do? 

BY : When the festivities are at their height I'm going to try 
to steal away. 

J-V ILLE: And leave me here along among these savages? 

BY : Only for a day or two. If I can make the shore I'l] bring an 
expedition back to rescue you. 

SLV ILLE: I'll distract their attention - I'll sing a sea chanty to 'em. 
(SINGS: "BLOW THE MAN DOWN") 

SIND: (SONG - SHOUTING - DRUMS - FADES OUT) 

SLV ILLE, And so Toby slipped away from the bright green valley of Typee 
and left me there alone to watch for his return. 

IILD: Didn't he come back, grandfather? Didn't you ever escape? 

ELV ILLS: yell now, my boy, wnat do you suppose? There was plenty that 
happened, but you'll have to read my book to find out what it 
was, I've no time to tell you the rest of the story, now. 

JSIC: (TRANSITION) 

TAOUNCER $ Did Herman Melville ever see his friend Toby again? Did the 
Typees succecd in tattooing his face as they wanted to do? 
How did he make his escape from them at last. You can find 
out these things for yourself in your own public library. 
You'll] like Moby Dick, and the White Jacket and other books 


by this same author as well as you do Typee. 
JSIC: (UP AND UNDER) 
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NOUNCIR: Next........ ree (day and time) the..... aera se (group).. 
of the.......... ... (School, College or camp) will bring 
you another ere writer. Next week it's Edward Everett 
Hale and his famous "Man Without a Country". Next....... 
(day)....same time, same station. 

SIC: (UP TO FINISH) 

NOUNCER: TOTS: is StAULOl os saacdue ees 
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RZA SURIS NEXT DOOR Production Notes Ne. 6 
LST: 
ILD: Boy of eight or ten, eager and interested. He represents every 


SLVILLEs 


APTATIW: 


OBY: 


'OICES: ) 
AVaGES:) 


boy who ever read of the sca, and wanted to be a sailor, and 
every man who remenbers such a boyhood. 

An old sea-dog. The voice should be that of a man about seventy, 
but hale and hearty still, and with the cheery ring of an old 
time sailor, used to bellowing against the wind. He nced not be 
a good singer, but he should be a hearty, full-throated one. 
Much the same type as Melville, but younger than the Melville 

of the first scenes. Gruff and unsympathetic, without the 
heartiness of the former. 

Tnese should be typical sailors of about twenty-five or thirty - 
perhaps one could be older for contrast. At least four more 
should be used for crowd effects. 

(as a young man) A good actor may be able to do both parts and 
tne likeness in quality of voice will be an asset. However, if 
not, have a young man of twenty play this. He must be hearty 
and sound "sea-faring", but not nearly so sure of himself as 

the Melville of the prologue. He must be sympathetic and alto- 
gether charming. 

The kind of friend that will do or die with the hero. A little 


younger tnan Melville, and not a leader, but a follower. 


Deep voiced, gutteral characters. There should be about six for 


crowd effect, including Mchevi who speaks later. 


17 


Digitized by Google 


re 8: 


aa 
HA 
Bs 


Soft-voiced girl, who can giggle effectively. Good-hearted but 
shallow, passionate but child-like. Other girls for laughter in 


background. 


(TWO PELLS. ..OFF MIKE) Bell struck as is nautical custom to sig- 
nify time - in distance. Any hand-bell struck with metal clapper 
will do. 

(CRACKLING OF BUSHES) This can be done with a bunch of twigs 

in the hands of the sound man. They should be crunched together 
in rhythm with footsteps of men, and continued under until "Great 
Scot, Toby, I don't know," near top of page 7, then resume at 
Toby's "Come along, Herman" on page 7. Stop on "I've got it", 
resume on "We'll just follow the stream" on page 8. 

(ROAR OF WATERFALL) This can be done with soft roll of drum, 
distant. Bring up slowly with crackling of bushes on page 12, 
until — 


(ROARING OF WATERFALL GROWS LOUDER...SPLASH...GURGLE) add water 


in tub, being agitated with paddle. Fade in until loud enough to 


make shouting above this effect seem reasonable, but never drown 
out dialogue. 

(CRASH OF ROCKS) An armful of rocks, dropped on other rocks in 
a box will give best results here. Toby's voice in frightened 
cries over this will help, fading from mike. 

(DRULIS COMING UP) Regular, rhythmic drum-beat fading in from 
distance)... This same drum is used whenever indicated in re- 
mainder of script, together with chanting of natives. 
Traditional "Sea Chanties" can be used throughout, or "South Sea 
Island" suggestion can be introduced in later transitions. This 


at the discretion of the director. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
DZPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 
Office of Education 15 Mimute Script 
Washington 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of tne In- 


terior, Office of Education, Washington, DeC. The script remains the 


property of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially.) 
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Noe 7 — "The Man Without a Country" 


irate tec etann POR 


CAST 
ANNOUNCER 
TWO BRITISH OFFICERS 
NATHAN HALE 


PHILIP NOLAN 
COLONEL MORGAN 


COLE 

MISS RUTLEDGE 
VAUGHN, Officer 
CAPTAIN 


See Last Pages for Production Notes 


ANNOUNCER: (OPES COLD) How long has it been since you sat 
down alone with a good book? 

ORGAN: UP _ SOFTLY WITH "IÆMORIESM ESTABLISH FIRST PHRASE AND 

ANNOUNCER: Good books are like good friends -~ always there -- 
-always the same =— (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for 
you in your public library = if you'll go in — and 


ask for theme 
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(RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY 

IN BACKGROUND AS) 

Every ccccecceccceees afternoon (or evening) at this 
time the se.ssssescssseosee (Eroup) of the sss.csseseo 
ocsceccececeee (school, college, camp) will bring 

you fifteen mimtes with an important writer. 
(CONTINUES ALONE FOR THREE SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL) 
Today's classic is "The Man Without a Country" which 
might have been called a Story Without an Author 

when it appeared, unsigned, in the Atlantic Monthly 
seventy-four years ago, This story was so realistic 
in treatment that many people even today believe 

that its hero, Philip Nolan, actually lived and 
suffered his strange fate. Edward Everett Hale 

would have become famous for this one story even 

if he had not written sixty other books besides. It 
was directly inspired by the oft~-recounted tale of his 
great uncle's patriotism, which he never tired of hear- 
ing as a child. You, too, have often heard tnat storye 
In the chill of a grey September morning a young 
American officer still wearing the disguise in which he 
was captured faces a British firing squadeee. 

(DRUMS BEATING A HEAVY FUNERAL LIKS SOUND) 

I regret my duty, sire But you knew the consequences 


yhen you came into our lines disguisedl 
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HALE: (FIRMLY) I knew them well. I was prepared for them, 

BRITISH OFFICER: Have you any last requests? 

HALE: I would ask that these letters to my mother and my 
sweetheart should be sent to them, 

BRITISH OFFICER: I'm sorry. They might be in codee 

SOUND: (TEARING PAPER) 

HALE! I am a Captain in Knowlton's Rangers: I claim an 
officer's privilege of dying like a soldier Į 

BRITISH OFFICER: A rifle squad is too good for traitors} 

ANOTHER OFFICER: Fling a rope over that tree limb} 

OTHERS: (MURMUR OF ASSENT) 

BRITISH OFFICER: If you have anything more to say, say it quickly} 

HALE; (RINGING VOICE) I only regret that I have but one life 
to lose for my country $ 

SOUND: (DRUM ROLL. PROLONG. FADE) 

ANNOUNCER? And so died Nathan Hale, martyr to his love of country, 
patriot of deathless fane% And little Edward Everett 
Hale, his great nephew listened to the story and dreamed 
of doing something great for his country some day. The 
sane patriotism that led the uncle to his death burned in 
the heart of the nephew when he wrote the story we bring 


yeu today. "The Man Without a Country". 


MUSIC: "Y COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE! (FEW BARS AND THEN UNDER) 
ANNC!R: Philip Nolan was as fine a young officer as you could 


find in the United States army when he first met Aaron 


Barr., But the dashing, romantic, Burr confided to him 
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his dream of founding an empire in the Mississippi 
Valley with himself as King, and the impressionable boy 
threw his lot in with him, body and soul. The crumbling 
of that fantastic adventure brought Burr to trial on the 
charge of treason, and Philip Nolan before a court 
martial as a conspirator. And now the trial is almost 
over, and Colonel Morgan, holding the court, calls on 
the prisoner to stand. 
(RAPPING) 
Philip Nolan ~ you have been found guilty of treason to 
the United States. Have you anything to say to snow 
that you have been faithful to the United States? 
(FRENZIEDLY) Curse the United States% I'm sick of 
having that name dinned into my ears} 
(OFF MIKE MURMUR OF SHOCKED VOICES) Shocking $ 
Terrible} 
You don't mean that. 
(STILL HYSTERICAL) I dob I wish that I might never 
hear of the United States again} 
(MURMUR OF SHOCKED VOICES AD LIB) What? 
Terrible $ Shocking} 
(AWAY) Treason’ Treason} 
(RAPPING) 
Order in the court. (SILENCE) Mr. Nolan, the United 
States has fed you for all the years you have been in 
her armye. The United States gave you the uniform you 
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\ 
wear = the sword at your side. And you curse your 

country $ Then this shall be your sentence’ The court 
decides, subject to the approval of the President, that 


you never hear the name of the United States again 


OLAN: (LAUGHING HYSTERICALLY) What kind of joke is this? 
OUND: (RAPPING LAUGHING SUBSIDES) 
OPGANs Mr. Marshal, take the prisoner to Orleans in an armed 


boat and deliver him to the naval commander there to. 
be put on a government vessel bound on a long cruises 
Request the commander to order that no one shall 
mention the United States in his hearing while he is 
-on board ship. The court is adjourned without day. 

AGECH EG}: (MENACING, FADING WITH DISCORD) 

ANNCIR: And so began Philip Nolan's long punishment for a few 
months! boyish hero~worship and a moment's reckless 
braggadocioe From one ship to another he was trans 
ferred, sailing the seven seas, seeing all lands ex- 
cept his owne The sailors of the different ships that 
carried him called him "Plain Buttons! because the 
army uniform he wore bore no insignia of the country he 
had disowned. The officers, who ate with him at mess, 
named him "The Man Without A Country", One day, these 
officers are sprawled about on deck trying to stave off 
boredom by reading some new English bookse On an im 
pulse of kindness they send for Philip Nolan to join 


themeeee( FADE) 
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PEILIPS: What d' you say, we call Nolan up here? 

SHAW: Yes; let's do! The poor chav has a dull life of it at 
best ~ keeping to himself in his cabin all the time. 

COLE: : Wait a sec! How do we know these books are all right 
for him to readf Sure there's nothing in them he's not 
suprosed to see? 

PHILIPS: No, there's no mention of the United States in any of 
this stuff. It's not like the newspapers we have to 
cut 'most everything cut of. 

COLE: Just the same, you remember we had to chon the whole 
play "The Tempest" out of Shakespeare's book, because 
the Cavtain thought the Bermudas might be ours some 
day $ 

PEILIPS: Well, Scott's Lay of the Last Minstrel is about border 
warfare several thousand years before the United States 
was discovered so that cught to he safe 
(ALL LAUGH) 

SHAW: I'll call him. (CALLING OFF) Mr. Nolan! Won't you 


come up and join us, sir? 


NOLAN: (DISTANT) Thank you! 

SCUND: (FOOTSTEPS ON WOODEN DECK, START AWAY OFF, FADE IN) 
SHAW: He!s coming. 

COLE: Let's invite him to read to us. 

SHAW: Capital! Ah, here you are! We're tired reading aloud, 


ire Nolan. Perhaps you'll be so kind as to spell us a 


bit 
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NOLAN: (COMING UP) It will be a pleasure. ‘Where did the last 
man leave off? 
SHAW: Right here. 
NOLAN: Thank you. (CLEARS THROAT) 
'Breathes there a man with scul so dead 


Who never to himself hatn said 
This is my own, my native land. ..(BEEAKS OFF 


SUDDENLY) 
SCUND: (SILENCE. SOMEONE COUGHS. SEVERAL CLEAR THROAT) 
NOLAN: (IN CHANGED VOICE) Where — where was I? Oh yes... 


"niy own, my native.....land 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned 
When home his footstevs he hath turned 
“rom wandering on a foreign strand... 


(TO HIMSELF VERY LOW AS THOUGH THINKING) Yes - 


yes - Wandering on - a - foreign — strand -- I knew. 
I know. 
SHAW: (ASIDE) This is ghastly! Can't somecne take the cursed 


book away from him? 


Pal bles: (ASIDE) Look at his face ~ pale as death. 
COLE: (ASIDE) They say he's been wandering for fifteen years - 


always transferred to an outgoing ship befcre he reaches 
home. 
NOLAN: I'm afraid, gentlemen, I'm nct reading very well today. 


A touch of the sun, perhaps... 


SHAW: Here, give me the book, Mr. Nolan. I'll take a turn. 
NOLAN: No, no, I'll go on. I — want to go on. 
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(READING) Desnite his titles, power and velf 
Te wretch — concentered all in self 
(VOICE BREAKS STRUGGLES ON) 


Living snall forfeit fair rencwn 
And doubly dying... 


(CHOKES) doubly dying.... 


(STARTS UP WITH EXCLAMATION) Oh Goda! It's too much... 


SOUND: (SPLASH, FOOTSTEPS RECEDING) 

SHAW: He threw the book overboard! 

PHILIPS: I don't blame him! 

COLE: But what'll I say to tne surgeon for losing his poems? 
MUSIC: (CIP AND UNDER) 

ANNOUNCER: No wonder Philip Nolan comes to knew the loneliness of 


foreign strands. Eis longing to hear of the ccuntry he 
has disowned grows with the years until it is a constant 
pain. One evening in the Bay of Naples the ship on which 
he is travelling gives a ball to the Inglish-speaking 
colony and Philip Nolan is invited to attend. The band 
plays dances familiar to them all... "Money Musk" and 


"Virginny Reel." 


MUSIC: "TER OLD THIRTEEN" (OLD TIME DANCE) 
CROWD: (DANCE AND LAUGHTER) 
VOICE: (CALLING) Swing your partners! 


MISS RUTLEDGE: On, I adore these American dances. VWhat's the name of 


this one? 


134032-—¢ 
(READING) Desnite his titles, power and velf 
me wretch — concentered all in self 
(VOICE BREAKS STRUGGLES ON) 


Living snall forfeit fair rencwn 
And doubly dying... 


(CHOKES) doubly dying.... 


(STARTS UP WITH EXCLAMATION) Oh God! It's too much... 


SOUND: (SPLASH, FOOTSTEPS RECEDING) 

SHAW: He threw the book overboard! 

PETLIPS: I don't blame him! 

COLE: But what'll I say to the surgeon for losing his poems? 
MUSIC: (UP AND UNDER) 

LNNOUNCER: No wonder Philip Nolan comes to know the loneliness of 


foreign strands. His longing to hear of the ccuntry he 
has disowned grows with the years until it is a constant 
pain. One evening in the Bay of Naples the ship on which 
he is travelling gives a ball to the Inglish-speaking 
colony and Philip Nolan is invited to attend. The band 
plays dances familiar to them all... "Money Mu sk" and 


"Virginny Reel." 


MUSIC: "THE OLD THIRTEEN (OLD TIME DANCE) 
CROWD: (DANCE AND LAUGHTER) 
VOICE: (CALLING) Swing your partners! 


MISS RUTLEDGE: On, I adore these American dances. What's the name of 


this one? 
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(IN HUSHED TONE). Shh, Miss Rutledge. The captain sent 
word to the orchestra not to call out the name — The Old 
Thirteen Į 

But why not? What does that mean? 

It means the thirteen original colonies of the United 
States. 

But I still don't understand..are they afraid tne 
English guests will be insulted with a reference to 
their lost colonies bf what? 

No. It's nothing like that. See that tall man in 
uniform lcoking on at the dancers over there? 

The handsome fellow with the rather sad look, do you 
mean? | 

Yes. We call him the Man Without a Country. 

The Man Withcut a Country} Why — how strange! 

Fis stery is still stranger. Twenty years ago when he 
was a young officer he cursed the United States. Said 
he wished he might never hear of the country again. 
(FADE OUT AS MUSIC SWELLS UP AND LAUGHTER AND DANCING 
FEET DROWN OUT VOICES — THEN FADE BEHIND AGAIN) 
(COMING UP) Gocd evening, Mr. Nolan. Why aren't you 
dancing? 

I'm afraid I don't know any young ladies who weuld 


honor me, Captain. 
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FRHILIPS: I'll be delighted to introduce you. How about that 
tall beauty yonder with the crowd of men about her - 
that's the famous Lady Hamilton! 

VOLAN: Snae is lovely, but I'd rather meet an Amer---that is, 
perhaps that charming girl over there! 

FILIPS: Miss Rutledge? I'll fix it for you in a jiffy, come 
with me. (GOING) 

MISS RUTLEDGE: (COMING UP) Oh, good evening, Captain | 

PHILIPS: Good evening, Miss Rutledge. May I present Mr. Nolan 
wno is dying for the honor of a dance with youl 

MISS RUTLEDGE: Mr. Nolan looks in perfect health’ But I'il be delighted 
to dance... 

NOLAN: Thani: you. (AS THEY DANCE) Are you making a tour of the 
world, perhaps, Miss Rutledge? | 

MISS RUTLEDGE: Oh, no, indeed. My father is consul at Naples and I'm 


playing hestess fer him! 


NOLAN: Oh, I see! 

MISS R.: Is this your first sight of Vesuvius? 

NOLAN: No, my fifth, I believe. I've almost lost count. 
MISS R.: Dear me, what a great traveller you are, Mr. Nolan. 
NOLAN: (LAUGHING BITTERLY) Did you ever read of the Flying 


Dutchman? He was a great traveller, too. 


MUSIC: (J? AND UNDER) 
NOLAN: Hiss Rutledge —- I want to ask you - 
MISS R.: hat, Mr. Nolan? 
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NOLAN: Uh - Tell me — what do you hear from home these days? 
“USIC: STOPS 
MISS R.: (COLDLY) Heme 4 You amaze me, Mr. Nolan. You were 


pointed out to me as the man who never wanted to hear 
of home again! Gocd night! 

MUSIC (VERY LOUD AND HARSH) 

ANNOUNCER: After this rebuff Nolan gives up trying to find some 
stranger who could be tricked into talking to him of 
the United States. And zo the years go by, and he 
becomes almost a legend to the youncer officers. Ee is 
patient, uncomplaining and makes himself useful in many 
ways. 

[One day his ship overhauls a dirty little Spanish 
slave schooner. An officer is sent to take charge of 
her and presently a message comes to row Mr. Fhilip Nolan 
to the slaver. As he climbs the ladder to her deck a 
terrific din meets his ears from the captives who have 
been released from the hold. 

SOUND: (UPROAR OF VOICES IN INCOMPREHENSIBLE DIALECTS, GROANING, 
CRYING). 

VAUGHN: (OFFICER ABOVE THE DIN) For God's love - can you help 
me, Nolan? 

NOLAN: I'll be glad to try! 

VAUGHN: I remembered you'd said you could speak a few words of 
Portuguese. Maybe you can make these poor wretches under- 


stand that we aren't going to kill them! 
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I'll do my best, Mr. Vaughn. (PRODUCTION NOTE: - 
TRANSLATE INTO PORTUGUESE) You're safe’ No harm will 
come to you! 

(WILDLY) Ail Ai’ (YELLS OF DELIGHT) Ai! Ail 
(PCRTUGUESE) What is the white man going to do with us? 
They say what are you going to do with them. 

Tell them that they are free! And tell them that the 
rascals who tortured them are to be hung as scon as we 
get enougn rope! 

They'll be delighted to hear that, I'm sure} 
(PRODUCTION NOTE: TRANSLATE INTO PORTUGUZSE) 

You're free! Your tormentors will be hanged 4 
(SCREAMING WITH JOY) Good! Good’ (PORTUGUESE) 

Tell them that I will take them all to Cape Palmas. 
(IN PORTUGUESS) He will take yeu to Care Palmas. 
(YELLING, BUT WITH RAGE AND FURY) An, non Palmas! 
Non! Non’ I haven't seen my family in months. 

I shall die in a strange lard! 

What's the matter now, Nolan? What are they angry about? 
(SLOWLY) They say — not Palmas! They say — 'take us 
home to our own country — take us to our own house - 
take us to our own women.' (VOICE BREAKS GOES ON) 
This one here says he left his people sick and paddled 
down to Fernando to get helr from tne white doctor and 
trese devils caught him and he has never seen anybody 


from his home since. And this ene says if he doesn't see 
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his native mountains soon he will die...(VOICE BREAKS) 

But he's wreng. He won't die. He'll go on living.... 
(HURRIEDLY) Tell them, yes - yes - yes. Tell them they 
shall go to the Mountains of the Moon if they will. Tell 
then if I have to sail the schooner through the Great 

White desert they shall all ge home. 

You are going home! He promises you. (TRANSLATE THIS INTO 
PORTUGUESE AFTER SAYING IT IN ENGLISH) 


(WITH JOY) Ait ALS ALL] 


ASIC: (MAPTT AT) 


ANNOUNCER: 


SOUND: 


aae E e a 


CAPTAIN: 


MAN: 


Then suddenly when it seems that Philip Nolan's case has 
been forgotten by his countrymen and the busy government 
at Washington, the chance comes to recall it to their 
minds and - perhaps win a pardon and permission to set 
foot once mecre on his native ground. One day the ship on 
which he happens to te traveling is suddenly attacked by 
pirates... 

(RATTLE OF MUSKETRY) 

(CRIES AND GROANS) 

(CALLING OFF MIK®) YWhat's happened down there in the 
forward tort? Why is the cannon quiet? We need every 
gun | 

(AWAY CALLING) A round shot from the frigate took us 
square in the midst, Captain! The crew is cut to pieces} 
The officer of the gun is killed! It's a shambles down 


here. (GROANS) 
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SAPMAT Hs (CALLING) I can't spare a man ub here’ Do what you can 
for the voor fellows. 
SOUND : (SHOTS OTF HIKE, CANNON THUNDERS, RATTLE OF MUSIETS) 


GROANS AD LIEB) I'm dying! Water't 


IAN: (COMING UF) Who's in charge of this cannon? 

Are Why - it's Mr. Nolan} We're in a mess down here, sir! 
TC LAN: Lieutenant Nolan for the moment’ Are you hurt bad? 
LANs No, grape through the shoulder, that's all, sir! 
NOLAN: (SHOUTING) How many men can hear met 

MEN: (FEESLY, GROANING) Herel I sir! I} I! 

2nd LANs I was only knocked out, Lieutenant! I'm groggy but all 


right otherwise. 
Srd MAN: Tie a handizerchief tignt around this cursed leg, prop me 


un on that box and I can ram the gun. 


VOLAN: Svlencid! Fetch the surgeon and take the dead out of our 
way ! 

Ist MAN: But who'll load the gun? 

FOGAT: I'll do it myself. Look, here's the way to handle heavy 
shot ! Now the wadding -- now the rammer --- 

ond MA: Here you are, Mister Nolan — Lieutenant Nolan! 

NCLAN: Ready t ...-Aim!...Fire} ... 

SCUND: (ROAR OF CAYNOY FAR CRIES) 

NOLAN s That got then square amidships! Now, my poor man, let me 


tie up your leg while the gun's cooling. 


ord MAN: You're exposed there, sir! You'll be lkilled\ 
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I can't be killed, I'm afraid.... 

(FIRING OF CANNON AND MUSKETS..UPROAR OF BATTLE) 

(COMING UP) Why, what's going on here? I was told this 
gun was out of commission, and here it is being loaded and 
fired twice as often as any other on the shin. 

I'm showing them how we used to do it in the artillery, 
Captain } 

Mr. Nolan! You here! 

Let me stay, sir! I haven't forgotten how to fire a gun. 
I see you haven't, and I thank you, sir. I'll not forget 
it if we get out of this mess alivel 

(ROAR OF CANNON. SHOUTS) 

(GRADUALLY FADE AWAY) 

(CHEERS HOORAY HOORAY) 

MARTIAL MUSIC "STAR SPANGLED BAINE?" PLAYED 

(CRE CHEERS, SILENCED EY VOICE) 

(CALLING) Mr. Nolan! Someone ask Mr. Nolan to come on deckt 
Here I am, sir! 

Mr, Nolan, we are all very srateful to you today for your 
help! 

Please don't speak of thanks, sir. You thank an ovtsider. 
Let me..just for today... feel as though I belonged to you 
Bll vec 

You are one of us today, Mr. Nolan. Permit me to offer you 


a sword to wear! 
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NOLAN: Put — your own sword, sir...(SOBS) I .. I haventt worn a 
sword since tnat infernal day half a lifetime ago... 

CAPTAINS You will be named in the dispatcnes, Mr. Nolan. The Army 
authorities shall hear of your bravery and I hope that tney 
will show anpreciation of it in some substantial way. 

TYOLAN : (SCBBING) No, not I don't want rewards. The only thing 
I could ask is that they might let me.. come home now. I 
know you cannot sneak of these things to me any of youl 

CAPTAINS: Mr. Nolan - I wish that I could - 

TIOLANs Hear me through t} Just this one time let me say her name 
aloud — the name I whisper every nicht in my prayers. You 
know ~- I'm sure you must know that there is not on this 
ship — that there is not on earth anyone more loyal than I 


to the United States (WITH LOUD CRY) God Bless Hert 


SOUND: (CHEERS) 
ARTI AT) 
ASNC'Rs Did Philip Nolan receive his hoped-for pardon? Did he go 


baciz to the land he loved? We have no time to tell you the 
endi: of this story, but you can find it in your own 


public library - with other good books by the same author. 


LUSIC: ioORIZS. FADE UNDER 


ANNOUNCIR: NOX teenies Wieden ea (day and time) - the ........... ere 
(mroup) Of the...cecccccccecscececeessess(scnool, college, camp) 
will bring you another fanous writer. Next week it's 


George W. Cable and his famous boo!: "Parson Jones". 


ep a ere agree ee area . (day) - sane time — same station. 
WUSIC: (UP TO FINISH) 
ANNOUNCER : mis is stations eseiee.e 8 sa 


TA 
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TREASURES NEX™ POOR Production Notes Noa 7 


SSE SSS gC SE pT et E e ERAS a EA e R a BE OE EENE e a E E OR NPE TS 
E EP a a aaa 


ERITISH OFFICER: Man of authority, middle aged, noticeable Engli sn 
accent. This also applies to "Another Officer" and 
"others! (THREE OR FOUR) who speak in this scene. ‘Try 
to contrast types of voice. 

MATHAN HALE: A national hero, and his voice should proclaim ít. 
Gentle but firm, but one who can give full value to 
the famous last line. 

MORGAN'S A stern judicial man, of fifty or over. He rust be 
reasonable — not too gruff and overbearing, as sentence, 
which proved such a hard one to the man on trial as the 
years went by, actually was a merciful decision, under 
the circumstances. 

NOLAN: Young, sympathetic man, who is able to age his voice 
as the story progressese Sometimes an older man can 
assume a young voice, then age slowly into his own voice 
or even older — and sometimes a young man can start 
with his own, then gradually age. This casting should 
be experimental until the best results are obtained. 
The first scene, hysterical, cemands very good acting, 
as do some of the subsequent scenes as well. 


CROWD: ) The usual crowd in the court room. Use at least eighte 
MAN'S VOICE) 
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PHILIPS:) Three ship's officers. Kindly, varying in age. Good 
SHAW: ) 

COLE: ) diction, various local qualities. 

VOICE: Typical dance caller of old time square dances. 


“ISS RUTLEDGE: A sweet young girl. 

CAPTAIN: Can easily double from first scene, with Nathan Hale. 
If not, voice cf same type. 

MAN: A common sailor — diction not so good as officer, per- 
hans, but good, strong voice. 

MEN: A crowd of at least five. Can double from "others!" in 
first scene, and court room scene. All sailors. 

SOUND: Page 2: (DRUMS BEATING A E=AVY FUNERAL LIKE SOUND) A slow 
deliberate, rhythmic beat on bass drum or tymvani, off 
mike, contimes throughout, until roll fades, changing 
to roll, of course, on cue, page 3. 

PAGE 8: (SPLASH) Simply throw block of wood into tub of water 
well off mike. Don't make too heavy ~ the object thrown 
is small. 

PAGE 13: (RATTLE OF MUSKETRY) This can be done very well with 
strips of thin wood on leather cusnion, as explained before. 

PAGE 14: (CANNON THUNDERS) As the script suggests, a thunder 
sheet will do very well, or if recordings are available, 
they can be had in transcriptions which include both 
misketry and cannon. Be careful, however, not to use 
recordings of machine guns. They would be a noticeable 


anachroanism. Keep this firing up all through scene, 
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bringing up on specific cues, but not dying out entirely 

at any time. Vary distance off and on mike, as the cannon 
represented is close or far off. 

The scene aboard the little Spanish slave schooner, beginning 
page ll and ending vage 13, (PORTION ENCLOSED IN BRACKETS), 


can te cut for time in broadcasting the script. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
JEPARTMEN! CF TEE IIMERIOR 
Office of Education 
vashington 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Denartment of the 
Interior, Office of Education, Yashington, D.C. The scriot remains 
the property of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially.) 
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No. 8 -~ "Parson Jones" 
CAST 


ANNQUNCER 

GEORGE W. CABLE 

EDWARD XING 

JULES ST. ANGE 

BAPTISTE, his yellow boy 
PARSON JONES 

COLOSSUS, his servant 
WAITER 

TO MEN 

OMAN 


ee ee gee - eee 


See Last Page for Production Notes 


SE eG oe REINS ene a ae eo re ee ern ee - 


ANNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down - 
/ 
alone - with a good book? 


ORGAN: (UP SOFTLY TITY "MEMORIES! ESTABLISH FIRST PURASE AND:) 
ANNOUNCER: Good booxs are like good friends - always there - always 


the same - (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for you =- one 
of many things waiting for you in your public library - 
if you'll go in and asx for them. 

ORGAN; (RUN UP HOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AUD IMMEDIATELY [ii 


BACKGROUND AS:) 
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IAEE oa ghee ee E fternoon, (evening) at this time the 
sited Ramseos (2POUD)- Of WMeisssecucsesuawe COLlese,. school 
or camp) will bring you fifteen minutes with an import- 
ant writer, 

CONTINUES ALONE FOR THREE SECONDS AT SAME LEVEL) 

Today we bring you a short story of Creole life in old 
New Orleans over a century ago ~ "Parson Jones" or in 
the soft slipshod Creole dialect, "Posson Jone." Its 
author, George W. Cable — yes the "iW" stands for Wash- 
ington! ~ had no idea of ever becoming a writer when 

he wrote "Posson Jone." If anybody had told this anxious 
overworked little clerk that he would found a new school 
of local color fiction with his vivid tales of carni- 
val balls, sluggish bayous, canebrakes and the gallant 
French quarter, he would have thought them as Jules, the 
hero of today's dramatization would say, "the moz crazee 
people I nevair seen!" Cable's own life story reads 

lilke fiction. Ee and his mother and sisters were driven 
out of their native city during the War between the 
States because they would not take the Yankee oath. 
Twenty-five years later he and his wife and children were 
again forced out of New Orleans for a different reason. 
Now we have just time to show you the accidental way that 
George W. Cable's work came to be discovered. He had 
been working for ten years as a clerk in a cotton broker- 


age house,...when one day a stranger camo into the office. 
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(FADE) 

(DOOR OPENS) 

(OFF) Good morning, Mr. Cable, 

Yes, sir. What can I do for you, sir? 

(COMING UP) My name is Edward King. I've been sent by 
J. G. Folland the publisher to get a series of articles 
on Tne Great South, for his magazine. 

(BREATHLESSLY) Youtre a writer. A real writer. 
(LAUGEING) Well, some editors seem to have their doubts 
about it. But I have letters of introduction to the head 
of your firm to prove I'm going to write these articles, 
Excuse me, You see ~~ I've always wanted to meet a real 
author. Won't you sit down. Mr. Crawford is busy at the 
moment. 

Perhaps you can tell me some interesting things to write 
about New Orleans. 

Oh, there's so much. The old books of records in our 
arcnives are full of wonderful true. stories just wE 
to be written. 

(STARTLED) They are! 

Of course, they're in French. I had to learn the language 
before I could read then. 

You learned the French language just so you could read 
some dusty old records? 


I wrote some of them down in little stories. 
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So, you're a writer, too? 


(EMBARRASSED) Oh, no. I just did it for my own pleasure. 


You see, it seemed a pity to let them go to waste. 


Great Scott, man, what are you, anyhow? 

I've been a cotton clerk since I was fourteen, 

Why don't you send your stories to some magazine? 

Oh, nobody would buy them. | 

How do you know? Let me see them. Oh, you've got one 

in your desk there. Good. (PAUSE) Let's see, what do you 
call it? "Sieur George" (MAKES SOUND OF READING TO SELF) 
Mmmmmmm . 

(APOLOGETICALLY) I wouldn't have bothered you with them 
if you hadn't asked.... 

(WITH EXCLAMATION) Bothered me? Man alive, this is great 
stuff. If you can write like this why are you wasting 
your time on a miserable pen-pushing job... 

Oh, I wouldn't dare give up my job, Mr. King. I've 


got seven children. 


KUSIC: (AS TRANSITION AND BEEIND) 


ANNOUNCER: 


It was three years before Cable dared take the desperate 
step of trying to make a living for his family by his pen. 
And it was the one we are bringing you today ~ "Posson 
Jone" which decided his career. And here we are with our 
dramatization of "Posson Jone". ~- 

On a Sunday morning in New Orleans over a century ago Jules 
St. Ange and his yellow boy, Baptiste, lounged on the cor- 
ner of Royd and Conti Streets discussing ways and means... 
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Non, non, Baptiste, my papa, he tired giving me mo! money. 
Ma tante, she don't have any mo! to give. : 
Then what we do 'Sieur Jules? Me, I am hongree, yas. 
There are on'y two things to do, Baptiste. To go to 
WOrKe.. 

(WITH CRY OF PAIN) Oh, mais non. Cest impossible. 

I know, Baptiste. A gentleman cannot work, naturally. 
That sees itself. Very well, then, there is ory one thing 
lef to do ~ fin! somebody wiz money and take it away from 
heem, 

(SHOCKED) Oh, you don! mean steal it, tSieur Jules? 
(SHOCKED) Mais non. Of course not. A gentleman he don! 
steal, But mebbe we fin! someone from the country and 
mek the friendship wiz him, 

(SNIGGERING) Teach heem to play the cards mebbe? 
(LAUGHING) Mebbe! 

Me, I tope 'Sieur Jules fin! dat fren! from the country 
quick. I wan go see the bull fight in the place Congo 

dis afternoon. 

Me, also, Only this is not to be a real bull fight 

today, savez vous > but a buffalo and tiger fight! 

(MURMUR OF CROWD SHOUTS) 

(RUNNING UP...SHOUTING) Hey ~ ketch it ~ ketch it. My 
hat. Doggone that N'Orleans wind. 

Ah ~ it's ony that beeg countryman in de homespun los! 


his hat, 
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Non, non, Baptiste, thy papa, he tired giving me mo! money. 
Ma tante, she don't have any mo! to give. : 
Then what we do 'Sieur Jules? Me, I am hongree, yas. 
There are on'y two things to do, Baptiste. To go to 
WOIKXee. 

(WITH CRY OF PAIN) Oh, mais non. Cest impossible. 

I know, Baptiste. <A gentleman cannot work, naturally. 
That sees itself. Very well, then, there is ory one thing 
lef to do -~ fin! somebody wiz money and take it away from 
heem, 

(SHOCKED) Oh, you don! mean steal it, 'Sieur Jules? 
(SHOCKED) Mais non. Of course not. A gentleman he don! 
steal, But mebbe we fin! someone from the country and 
mek the friendship wiz him, 

(SNIGGERING) Teach heem to play the cards mebbe? 
(LAUGHING) Mebbe! 

Me, I tope !Sieur Jules fin! dat fren! from the country 
quick. I wan go see the bull fight in the place Congo 

dis afternoon. 

Me, also, Only this is not to be a real bull fight 

today, savez vous ~ but a buffalo and tiger fight} 

(MURMUR OF CROWD SHOUTS) 

(RUNNING UP...SHOUTING) Hey ~ ketch it ~ ketch it. My 
hat. Doggone that N'Orleans wind. 

Ah ~ it's orny that beeg countryman in de homespun los! 


his hat, 
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(ASIDE) Baptiste, you ignorant rascale Don't you know 
providence when you see ett? (TO PARSON) Permit me, 
sair. Here is your hat. 

(UP) As sure as my name is Parson Jones you're a plum 
gentleman, sawl 

My faith, sair. What's dis you've got in the top of 
your hat? 

Money belonging to Bethesdy Church bechk home. 

'Scuse me to say so, but you are very dangerous to carry 
your money in your hat like dose, Misty Posson Jonee 
Mebbe you're right, friend. I'll put my roll in my 
pocket -sol This yere is the omyest time I ever been 
away from home. Yow you wouldn't of believed that would 
you? 

(EXPRESSING AMAZEMENT) Mais none Me, I tink you New 
Orleans born, yass saire 

What mought one call yore name, sir? 

Jules Ste Ange, at your sarvicce 

Well, Jool, I admire to have saw you. You done me a 
kindness ~ and now you've got to come and eat with me. 
With pleasure, sair. 

This here's the place I was headin! for when that wind 
carried off my hat. Colossus. 

Colossus, who's dat? 


That thar's my body servant here. Named for the Colossus 


Digitized by Google 


COLOSSUS: 
PARSON: 


COLOSSUS: 


PARSON: 


COLOSSUS: 


PARSON: 


JULES $ 


COLOSSUS: 
PARSON: 


SOUND: 


PARSON; 
WAITERS 


PARSON: 


WAITER} 


JULES: 


134032-H 


of Rhodese Colossus, yo! tak jool!s boy down dis alley 
and eat yo! dinner. 

(WHISPSRING SOUND) 

What's that youlre a whispering? 


(LOUD WHISPER) Oh, Marse Jimmy, be keerfule Mebbe 


dat gen'lmum try fo! to rob you or somepine 


Why, Colossus, you caint talk so about yo! betterse 

(IN WHISPER) On, but Marse Jimny. Dey's a lot of bad 
folks in de citye Doan mek me leabe you, Marse Jimmy. 

Yq plum crazy, Colossus. Doan yo! go clutching at me like 
thate Nobody goin' hurt me while my fren Jool is along 

en, Jool? 

Non, of a certain. You can trus! Posson Jone wiz me, 
Colossuse 

(GOES OFF MUTTERING AND MUMBLING TO HIMSELF) 

Thar now. They've gonee (FADING) Come on, Jools, les eate 
(DOOR SLAMS) 

(CLATTER OF CROCKERY) 

(COMING UP) ell, now this corner seat is about right. 
(COMING UP) Voici le carte de jour, Messieurs] 

Don't bother us with none of these yere menoo cards, boye 
Just bring us the whole sheebange r 
Oui, oui, M'sieu., (GOING) 


What do you do, so far from hom, Posson Jone? 
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I come to Mobile on an errand for the Smyrny Church. 
Then I thinks to myself - Mebbe this is my only chanct 
to travel so I'll just go furder and take a look at 

N! Waorleans. 

Me, I ope you like our city, sair. 

Its right pretty, Jools, but there must be a special 
Providence agin! cotton untell folks quits a haulin'of 
it on Sundays. 

I tink you is just right, Posson Jone. Me, I believe me 
strong ~ strong in Providence. 

I'm plumb glad to near that, Joolse 

My papa he Htown a sugar plantations One time he says 
to me, Jules, my son, I goin'mek one barrel sugar to 
fedge the moze high price in New Orleans. Go to Father 
Pierre and ged this liddle pitcher filled wiz holy water. 
So I ged the holy water and my papa sprinkle it over 
the Darileseoee 

(SHOCKED) Why, Jools, that couldn't do no goode 

You can strike me dead if thad baril sugah din! fedge 
the most high cost than any other in the citye Parceque 
the man what buy thad baril he mek a mistake of one 
hundred pound when he weigh ite Mais certainlee. 


Well, now, Jools = I don't think that was right of your 


papae 
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JULES: But why not, Posson Jone? It was business, non? 
PARSON: You see, Jules every man has his conscience to guide him. 
JULES: Oh yes, conscien! thad is the bes, Posson Jone, You 


think eet wrong to mek the sugah ged the large price, 
‘well then eet is wrong». I think I would go against my 

consciene Oh, non-non—non=—non } 

PARSON: I shore hope not, Joolse 

JULES? Pahi This coffee - it taste like the river. Allons let 
us go and get some good coffee, Posson Jone. 

PARSON: Jools, you must reely excuse me but I couldn't buy any 
coffee on the Sabbathe 

JULES Ah, your conscien! again. Mais come. I get a fren, 
Miguele Let us go to his house and he will give us some 


good coffee. 


PARSON: Jools, I cannot go to see your frend. 

JULES: Mais, wy nod, Posson Jone? 

PARSON: Because I never visit on Sundays. 

JULES’ Me, I tink your conscien' work too hard, Posson Jone. 

PARSON: I really ought to be in church right nowe 

JULES: Aw right, then. We go to church. 

PARSON: But where's Colossus? I don't want to lose my servant, 
Joolse 

JULES, Wid Baptiste he cannot ged loose. Allons. Come along 


to churche 


Digitized by Google 


PARSONS 


ULES: 


ARSON: 


ULES: 


134032—H 


I like you, Joolse But I'm afeared you're kinda worldlye 
Tell me, have you any shore hopes of heaven? 

Yass, I am sure, suree I thing everybody go to heavene 
You weel go, Miguel weel go — I weel goe Even I think 
Baptiste and Colossus weel mebbe goe | 

Is this the church you're taking me to, Jools? Doggone 
if I'd of knowed it was a church. 


An the city, eet has so many surprisese 


USICs (TRANSITION) 


WiVOUNCERS 


ARSON: 


ARSONS 


ULES: 


ARSON: 


ULES: 


OSSONs: 


A half hour passed. At the end of this time the children 
playing in the street were drawn to the entrance of the 
white brick building to listen to a lively quarrel within. 
(FADING UP) It's all a mistake, sire Mister Jools 
thought this place was a Sabbath Schoole 

Its a gentlemants club you busted into, sire You're honor 
bound to bet. 

No sech thing. I aint bound to bete I'll die fuste Let: 
us out of here, sire 

I didn't suspicion this place was a gamblin'club, Posson 
Jone. Mais I 'ave promise we would play one liddle game. 

I don't know how to play and I wouldn't hav' the rascal's 
money if I should win it | 

At least, Posson Jone, tave a liddle bit more lemonade e 
Well, I don't keer if I do take a drap mores Hit's the 


best lemonade I ever did taste} 
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(THREATENINGLY) Now you've accepted our hospitality, 
stranger, you're bound to play with usl It's an insult 
if you don't 

Shoot if you dare} ‘You kin kill me, sir, but you cain't 
scare me into doing anything again my conscience J 

Mais ouil Das just it, Posson Jone} Eef your conscience 
say it's wrong for you to play it ees wrong! If my 
conscien? say it's aw right. It ees aw right for me? 
Don't you see? 

But Jool I kain't lend you any of this money. It's none 
of mine, nohow. It belongs to the Bethesdy Church. I 
must keep it safe right here. (SLIGHT PAUSE AS HE FEELS 
FOR MONEY) Why =~ uh- 

What's the mattah, Posson Jone] 

My grief l The money that I put in my pocket is gone ił 
(ECHOING THE GRY) Gonel Look again Posson Jone} 
Noeeehit's gone all right} I -- I think I'm gonna faint: 
(HEAVY FALL) 

Posson Jones$ My fran} Spik to me, my good fran 

(TO OTHERS) He's had a stroke] 

(ANGRILY) What folly} He is intoxicated, that's all J 
That lemonade was half rum} Come on, Ste Ange ~ where's 
his money 3 

Mabbe his servant stole it! Me, I don! know nodding about 


dose money} 
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LANs Bah! You make me sickł - 

JULES: Me, alzo§ I tink I am liddle bit seek 

IAN: (JEZRING) Yass, you got a pain in your pocket book mabbe J 

JULES: (SLOWLY) Noneeeel tink more like....I got a pain my ~ 
conscien'} 

SUSICs (TRANSITION) 

ANNOUNCER: That afternoon the sun shone brightly down on the bull 
ring beyond the old ramparts. An impatient crowd of fisher- 
men, mariners, smugglers, voyageurs, and gayly decked 
creoles waited for the sport to begin. As time passed the 
crowd began to grow unruly ił 

SOUND: (STAMPING OF FEET) 

(CAT CALLS: WOWS YEEOW3) 

WOMAN: Bring on the animals] 

MAN 3 (SHOUTING) Where's that tiger] 

PARSON: (IN THUNDROUS TONES) Brethern and sistern§ Fellow sinners} 
We are gathered on this Sabbath day to harken to the words 
of the Scripters | 

JULES? (PLEADING) Posson Jone Plez, Posson Jone, come away 
wiz mel} 

WOMAN, He! s preaching to us} 'Ow founcel Does beeg man in 
homespun is preaching | 

CROWD: (LAUGHTER) 

PARSON: The Millenium is at hand, friends] I come to warn youl 


Sodam and Gemorrah perished because of their own sins! 


N'Orleans is the sinfullest city I ever seen ~ 
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(LAUGHING AND CHEERING) Hooray for the parson} 
You laugh! But Prividence has done sent me here to give 
you a sign} Remember Daniel in the buffler's den} 
(WHOOPS AND CHEERS) 
Misty Posson Jone, never min! dem} Come away with Jules} 
(SINGING) Old Grimes is dead that good old man 

I ne'er shall see him more 

He used to wear a long tailed coat 

All buttoned down before} 
(SHOUTING AND LAUGHING AND CHEERING) 
The millenium is at hand! I tells you, brethern! That 
dreadful day when the heavens shall open and the lion set) 
lie down with the lamb} Look ~ I'll prove it to yeri 
(GOING) 
(SCREAMING) Oh - oh} He's opening the tiger's cage] 
He'll be eaten alive} 
(HIDEOUS GROWLS AND ROARS) 
(OFF MIKE SHOUTING ABOVE ROARS) The tiger and the buffler 
shell lie down together} Come here, you varmint} 
(HIDEOUS GROWLS AND SCREAMS) 
(ROARING) Mani The parson's carrying the tiger in his 
arms § 
Liks an o1! house cat} 
(FADE OUT ON UPROAR OF CROWD TRANSITION) 


When Parson Jones awoke from muddled dreams a few hours 
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later it was to find himself in a cell in the city jail 
where he had been brought as a disturber of the peace. As 
he sat in deep humiliation and shame a key grated in the 
LOCK ecece 

(KEY TURNING, CLANK OF DOOR OPENING) 

(SOFTLY) Misty Posson Jone} 

(HEARTBROXENLY) Oh, Jools! My sins! My sins} 

Ah, Posson Jones, is that something to cry parceque a 

man get liddle bit intoxicated? Mais if a man keep all 
the time intoxicate! I thing that is again the conscien!, 
Jools, where do you suppose my old Colussus is at? 

I don! know were, mais he is wid Baptiste and Baptiste 

is a beautiful to take care of somebody § 

Is he as good as you, Jools? 

An, Misty Possen Jonel People tave call Jules Ste Ange 
many thing before but not good} 

The Isabella schooner will be leavin! ina couple of hours 
and I won't be on her. Poor Bethesdy 3 

I swear you is the moz fonny man I ever seel If I was you 
I would say 'Ah 'ow I am lucky! The money I los! eet was 
not mine anyhow} 

I'm a pore backslidin! idjit! (IDIOT) 

Misty Parson Jone, you don't backslid anye You made a so~ 
fine sermon ad the bull ring. You is the most! brave man 


I never see} 
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No, no, I'm a plum fool», The Lord loves sinners but I 
hever hearn he had much use fer fools} 

Bien, Posson Jone, I tave the so good news for youJ 

What's the Jools? 

Wen dey lock you hup las! evening I come right to Judge 

De Blancs to ged heem to let you oute So soon as I was 
enter he cry 'Ah, Jules, my boy, jus de man to mek com- 
plete the game} 

(REPROVINGLY) Gambling again, my pore misguided friend} 
Mais nong It was a special Providence, Posson Jone. Look, 
in tree hour I win five hundred dollar, and also this pass 
to let you out] | 

Jools, my friend, your kindness touches me, it shore do} 
But I muss stay here 3 

(WILDLY) Stay in jail w'en you could be on your boat 
going home? But why? 

Because IJ have broken the law and ought to stand the 
penalty. 

Mais Posson Jone} (DISPAIRINGLY) I nevair see such a manJ 
Listen to me, Posson Jone, de order ~ you caynt read it 
because it's in French ~ de order say you get to leave New 
Orleans J 

(JOYOUSLY) It says that, Jools sure nough? 

Sure nuff, Posson Jonel Now come wiz me. I got carriage 


houtside to take us to the wharf} (FADE) 
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(FADE IN CLOP CLOP OF HORSES HOFFS OM COBBLES) 

(OVER) Oh, Jools, if you'll look my old Colossus out fer 
me and see he gits on a boat fer home I!ll never forget youl 
I'll do that, trus! me} 

I'll never forget you nowhow, Joolse 

An! me, I thing I nevair forgot you too, Posson Jone. 

And now here we are at the wharf and here's the Isabella 
ready to sail for home and Bethesdy Churcnl] 

(STOP HORSE) 

(GROANING) My poor church} 

Misty Posson Jone, you see dis momeny wat I win? Do you 
know if I keep it wrere it going to be tonight? 

No, I don't Joolse 

Goin? to de devil $ 

Oh, Jools, you mustn't play them sinful cyards no more} 
Well, den wat I shall do wid it? 

Give it to some poor manJ 

Ah, listen, Misty Posson Jone, here is wat I wante You 
los! five hundred dollar. I wish you shall take dise 

(WITH CRY) Oh, my faith} Posson Jones, you mus! not begin 
to cry some morol 

(VOICE CHOKED, TREMULOUS) Oh, Jools! Jools My pore, 
noble, dear misguided friend! Ef you nad hed a Christian 
raisin', what a man you'd of been} (MORE) 

(CONTINUED) May the Lord bless you for your good inten- 


tions, but I cayn't touch your money with a ten foot pole? 
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(IN AMAZEMENT) Bod for why not? 

It warn't rightly got} <A Christian - which I hope I can 
still say I am one ~ cayn't do evil that good may come} 
Good bye (FADING) 

(CALLING) Posson Jone, anyhow, mek me this promise that 
you rnevair, nevair will come back to New riene 

(OFF MIKE) Ah, Jocls, the Lord willint I'll never leave 
home again? 

(CALLING) All right, Posson Jone. Me, I ting he willing 
Adieul My faith, you the tes fool man I never SaWeeee 
Posson Jone} 

(OFF MIKE) Good bye, dear Joolsi Good bye | 

(COMING UP) 'Sieur Ste Angel 

(IN SURPRISE) Baptiste, you yaller rascall Where tave 
you been hide? Where is Colossus? What 'appen to Posson 
Jone's money? 

What did happen to the lost fortune of Bethesdy Church? 

We haven't the time to tell you here, but you can read the 
ending of Passon Jone's e T in the wicked city and 
discover for yourselves how, tharks to the Parson's simple 
Christian virtues, Jules St. Ange went home to his father 
an honest mane Youlll find Posscn Jones and other delight- 
ful creole short stories in the took "Cld Crecle Days" by 
George We Cable in your own public library. 


UE ITO "MEMORIES" AND UNCER) 
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ANNOUNCER: Nextescessseee(DAY AND TIME) the ..00....00cceeeee( GROUP) 
OF the eseesossessesooooeees s (SCHOOL, COLLEGE, CAMP) will 
bring you the life and work of another famous writere 
Next week it's Nathaniel Hawthorne and his famous 


"Scarlet Letter". Next week, same time, same station. 


MUSIC: (UP TO FINISH) 


ANNOUNCER: This is Station CCCoCHO CCRC AOR ORO OEE OO O® 
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TREASURES NEXT DOOR ________—_—— Production Notes Noe 8 
CAST: 
KINGS A northern writer. Middle-aged man, interested and at 


the end enthusiastic over his "find". He should be 
educated and positive. 

CABLE $ A meek little middle-aged man with a southern accent. 
Gentle, unassuming, and a little pathetice 

JULES S$ Young Creole. The accent may be difficult to approximate, 
but is indicated to a degree by the scripte A combination 
of French and Southern exoresses the idea best. This 
Character and Baptiste are both lazy, unmoral, and shift- 


less, but not vicious. They must be kept amusing and 


sympathetice 

BAPTISTE; Same type as Jules. Try for colorful contrast in vocal 
ypese 

CROWD s Five or six men and women's voices for background. Give 


them some ad lib lines to shout, about the hat, and the 
fight. 

PARSONS A hearty simple-minded countryman. His diction should be 
back-woods southern, but without the silky flow and French 
glibness of the former toe 

COLOSSUS: He is a big man, and his voice should indicate this, but 
he is plainly not a city negro, and is cautious and jittery. 

WAITER: An obsequious French servant, vory polite and naturally 


very colorlesse 
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Middle aged, dignified. Typical fiery "Southern Gentle- 
man" type, but shrewd and domineering. 

The only sounds in this program which have not been 
described before are perhaps the lion's roarse Recordings 
are to be had, or any good imitator can reproduce roars 


that are terrifyingly real when amplified. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
PARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 
Office of Education 
Washington 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the In- 
terior, Office of Education, Washington, D.C. The script remains the 
property of the Government and mst not be sponsored commercially.) 


No. 9 -- "The Scarlet Letter" 


CAST 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 
HIS WIFE 


GOVERNOR WINTHROP 

ARTHUR 

HESTER 

JAILOR 

PEARL | 

CHILDREN, two boys and one girl 


pee Last Pages for Production Notes 


MOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down - alone - 
with a good book? 

GAN: UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIES" ESTABLISH FIRST PHRASE AND: 

MOUNCER: Good books are like good friends - always there — (WARM IT UP) 
They're waiting for you ~ one of many things waiting for you 
in your public library - if you'll go in — and ask fcr them, 


GAN: (RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACK- 


GROUND AS: 
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Every ss.cc.. (afternoon or evening) at this time the........ 
PEER EnS (group) of the............ (school, college or 

camp) will bring ycu fifteen minutes — with an important 
writer. Today we present one of the great classics of the 


world!s literature ~ "The Scarlet Letter" by Nathaniel Haw- 


thorne. 

RGAN: (THEME UP TO FINISH) 

OOUNCER: One evening, just before writing "The Scarlet Letter" - 
Hawthorne came home earlier than usual. His wife was waiting... 

SOUND: (DOOR OPENS) ...( SHOUTS) 

NIFE: Nathaniel? Is that you? 

SAW THORNE: (OFF MIKE) Yes, I-I'm home early! 

WIFE: Isn't that lovely? We'tll have a holiday. 

HAWTHORNE: (COMING UP) Probably a large number of holidays. I've lost 
my job. 

WIFes Why, that's splendid. 

HAWTHORNE: (SURPRISED) Splendid? 

WIFE: Yes — now you'll have plenty of time to write that story 
you've been talking about. 

HAWTHORNE: And while I'm writing it my dear, where will we get the rice 
and potatoes we've been accustomed to eating? 

WIFE: On that, I can fix that. 

HAWTHORNE: Bven you, my dear, can't produce money out of the air. 

WIFE: 


Skeptic. I've been saving a little out of the housekeeping 


account every week. That's why you've had mutton stew so 


often. 
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Good Heavens. What a wonderful woman. But even your pile of 
ill-gotten or mutton-gotten gold won't last forever, Well, 


dear, I mst start now, this minute! (VOICE FADES) Where's 


paper, ink, pens? I'll begin at once! 


INOUNCER: 


nd WOMAN: 


rd WOMAN: 


2nd WOMAN: 


OUG WOMAN: 


IN B.G.AS: 


(OVER) And so Nathaniel Hawthorne began Chapter One of the 
Scarlet Letter —- The setting - a market place in Salem during 
colonial days. <A crowd of excited colonists wait for a first 
look at the woman who (IMPRESSIVELY) wears — THE SCARLET 
LETTER! 

(1{URMUR OF CROWD) 

(VICIOUSLY) I tell you, goodwives, the magistrates were too 
merciful with her. If we women had had the judging of Madame 
Hester she wouldn't have got off so lishtly. 

Mach Hester Prynne will care what they make her wear on the 
bodice of her gown. 

People say our minister Dimmsdale takes it to heart that 
scandal has befallen his congregation. 

Look! The prison door is opening. 

And here comes Hester Prynne. 

(GRATING OF LOCK) (DOOR OPENS) 

(ANGRY WHISPER) Sce, the brazen hussy has embroidered her 
scarlet letter with gold thread, 

She's made an ornament out of her punishment. 

(PITYINGLY) Ah peace, neighbors. Not a stitch in that golden 


letter but she has felt in her heart. 
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(OFF AND LOUDLY) Make way in the King's name, good people. 
Come along to the platform, Madame Hester. 

(MURMUR OF VOICES..,CHILD CRIES,..CLIMBING WOODEN STEPS) 

(LOW) Who is that old man coming this way? 

(LOW) How kind he looks.... 

(COMING UP) Let an old man through, please... Tell me, my 
friend, wno is that woman standing on the platform for all 
men to look at? 

You must be a stranger not to have heard of Mistress Hester 
Prynne and her downfall! 

I only arrived today =~ who is she? 

the wife of a learned Englishman named Prynne who sent her to 
the colonies ahead of him. 

Ynere is the English husband? 

No tidings ever came from him, 

(SIGNIFICANTLY) Hmmm...a learned man you say? Learned in 
boolzs perhaps but not in the way of the’ world...I see she holds 
a baby in her arms. 

(WHISPERING) ‘That is a riddle the colony would like to read. 
The learned man should come himself, to look into the mystery. 
he must be dead, and so by our laws should this woman be. But 
she is young and pretty and the magistrates are men. So they 
have doomed her instead to wear that scarlet badge of shame -~ 
tne letter A - on her heart, the rest of her days. 

A wise sentence. She will be a living sermon against sin. 


But the partner of her inequity should be up there beside her. 
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She won't tell his name. 

(MALIGNANTLY) He will be knowm. He shall be know. 
(SLIGHTLY OFF,..LOUDLY) Harken to me Hester Prynne! 

(AD LIB) It's Governor Winthrop, himself. And there's Rev- 
erend Dimmsdale with him! 

How pale the minister is. It hurts him to look upon sin. 

Be quiet. The Governor is about to speak. 

Hester Prynne, as Governor of the colony, I urge you to speak 
now and give your child a father. 

My child must seek a heavenly father. She will never know an 
earthly one. 

I turn to you, Reverend Dimmsdale, as guardian of this poor 
woman's soul, it behooves you to exhort her to confess. 

Very well...(SLOWLY..,BROKENLY) Hester Prynne, if you feel 
it to be for your soul's peace, I charge you to tell us the 
name of your fellow sinner, your fellow sufferer. Do not let 
pity or tenderness keep you silent. Believe me, Hester, it 
would be better for him to step up there beside you — than to 
hide a guilty heart through life. 

(CHILD CRYING) 

on...baby...sh... baby 

Woman, even your baby begs you to speak. Perhaps, if you 
confess, that letter A will be taken from your bosom. 

Never! It's too deeply printed there. And my secret lies 


safe beneath it, 
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OVERNOR: Is that all you have to say to your pastor's moving words? 
[ESTER: (LOW) Not quite all, good sir, you have spoken of my fellow 


Sinner as my fellow sufferer. I only wish I might endure his 


agony as well as mine, 


SOUND: (1URMUR OF CROWD) 

(OICus How pale the minister looks. 

TOMAN: Such sinfulness hurts his soul. 

N: See how the minister keeps his hand upon his heart. 

ROMAN: He's too good for this mortal world. He has the face of a 
saint. 

MAN’ But look how Hester stares at the old man. 

TOKAN: she's swaying! She's falling! 

CRIES: (AD LIB) Ahn! Look! Hester Prynne! She's fainting! 

MART: Is there no doctor here? 

ROGER: Stand aside, good people...(ALOUD) Let me pass. I ama 


doctor. I will attend this woman. 


WOMAN: (SLOWLY) Strange, why did she faint when she looked at that 


old man? 


ROGER: Come, friend jailor, leave me alone with the patient. 

JAILOR: Will she recover? 

ROGER: Yes, she only fainted. Leave us alone. Take her baby with 
you. 

JATLOR: Very well. 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

ROGER: And so we meet again, Hester. 
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( SOBBING) I thousht you dead, Roger - until I looked down 
from the platform and saw your face - ah (SOBS) 

You must rest. Here is an Indian brew to drink. It may not 
be as soothing as a sinless conscience, but it will calm you. 
(LOW) I have thought of death often in these last months, 
wished for it, would have prayed for it if I had dared to 
pray. Yet if this drink you offer me is deadly — think again 
eeel'm ready to die! 

(LAUGHING SCORNFULLY) Have no fear, Hester Prynne, if I 
wished vengeance on you what better way could I achieve it 
than to keep you alive? So here, drink and live. Drink... 
Roger, what are you going to do now that you've found me? 


Hester, I know what has happened is due to my folly as much 


as to your wealmess. What right have I to your youth and beauty? 


I am so much older than you. Between us — the scale hangs 
fairly balanced but (FIERCELY) Hester, some man has wronged 

us both. Who is he? 

You shall never know. 

(MENACINGLY) You may conceal it from magistrates and ministers 
but not from me. I shall seek him as I have sought truth in 
booxs, gold in alchemy. 

No - you must not harm him, Roger! 

You need not fear for his life or his reputation. But sooner 


or later he shall be mine, 
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ESTER: No - please ~ this is not like you - this is not the Roger 
Prynne I knew.... 

OGER: Forget Roger Prynne - I've cast off that name, I am Roger 
Chillingworth now! Remember that. Never tell anyone either 


that I was once your husband or my name was Prynne. 


ESTER: But why? What are you planning to do? 

OGER: Swear to keep my secret, Hester? Swear it - swear it? 
ESIER, I will keep your secret. 

OGER: And now, Mistress Prynne, I leave you! 

“STEER: (WITH DISPAIRING CRY) What will you do to me? 

OGER: ( LAUGHING LOW) I wish you no more misery, Hester. But I 


must find the father of your child... 


ORGAN: (UP WITH MENACING MUSIC AND UNDER AS:) 
ANNOUNCER: (OVER) And so begins a new life for Hester Prynne and her 


child whom she has named Pearl because she has been bought at 
such a great price. The years slip silently by - until Pearl 
is old enough to talk. And then Hester Prynne's real punish- 


ment begins for the child's first words are about the scarlet 


letter. 
ORGAN: CONTINUES 
PEARL: (LISPING) Pretty! Pretty! Let Pearl play with marma's letter! 
TESTER! No, dearest. Play with your doll instead! 
PEARL: (CRYING) No, no = Dolly's dress isn't like mamma's. 
HESTER: (TO SELF) Oh father in heaven - if thou art still my Father 


what is this strange being I have brought into the world? 


ORGAN: (BRIEF TRANSITION AND UNDER) 


Digitized by Google 


134032~1 


ISTER: No - please ~ this is not like you ~ this is not the Roger 
Prynne I Knew...» 

OGER: Forget Roger Prynne — I've cast off that name. I am Roger 
Chillingworth now! Remember that. Never tell anyone either 


that I was once your husband or my name was Prynne. 


TESTER: But why? What are you planning to do? 

TOGER: Swear to keep my secret, Hester? Swear it - swear it? 
IESTER: I will keep your secret. 

20GaR: And now, Mistress Prynne, I leave you! 

“ESTHER: (WITH DISPAIRING CRY) What will you do to me? 

ROGER: (LAUGHING LOW) I wish you no more misery, Hester. But I 


must find the father of your child... 

ORGANS (UP WITH MENACING MUSIC AND UNDER AS:) 

ANNOUNCER: (OVER) And so begins a new life for Hester Prynne and her 
child whom she has named Pearl because she has been bought at 
such a great price. The years slip silently by - until Pearl 
is old enough to talk. And then Hester Prynne's real punish- 


ment begins for the child's first words are about the scarlet 


letter, 
ORGAN: CONTINUES 
PEARL: (LISPING) Pretty! Pretty! Let Pearl play with marma's letter! 
FESTER: No, dearest. Play with your doll instead! 
PEARL: (CRYING) No, no - Dolly's dress isn't like mamma's. 


HESTER: (TO SELF) Oh father in heaven -—- if thou art still my Father 


what is this strange being I have brought into the world? 


ORGAN? (BRIEF TRANSITION AND UNDER) 
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WOUNCER: (OVER) Sometimes Pearl's beautiful little face wears a smile 
of pure malice. Sometimes it seems as though Hester's scarlet 
letter has come to life in the child and flits through the 
streets at her side. The other children scream at them. 

GAN: OUT 

ILDREN: (AD LIB) Here they come. Yah, yah. The scarlet woman and the 


scarlet child. 


Y: Let's fling mud at them. 

OTER: (SHRILLY) The devil got your mother and he'll get you. 

ARL: (FURIOUSLY) You shan't say such things. I hate you. I hate 
everybody. 

STER: (HURRIEDLY) Pearl, don't stamp your foot. Come with mother, 


never mind those children. 

ERL: Tell me why you wear that letter, mother? What does the A 
stand for? And why does the minister always keep his hand 
over his heart? Just at the same place you wear your A letter? 

STER: Silly child - what do I know of the minister's heart? And as 
for the scarlet letter - I wear it for the sake of the gold 
thread. (BUILDING) Come, Pearl - you're asking too many 


questions ~ come -=-= 


GEN: UNDER AS) 
NOUNCER: (OVER) Often Hester thinks of old Roger Chillingworth and his 


vengeful purpose. It has filled her with fear all these years. 
And one dark night when she and Pearl are crossing the market 
square...( FADES) A voice, mournful, feeble, comes down from the 


platform. 
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Is that you, Hester rrynne? 

Mother - why is the minister standing on the platform where 
only bad people stand? 

What sent you here? 

I have been watching at Governor Winthrop's death bed. 

Join me up on You two have been here before, but I wasn't 
with you. 


Come, Pearl dear, climb the steps. 


(FSET CLIMBING) 


Minister, minister, tell me, will you stand here with Mother 
and me tomorrow at noon? 

Not tomorrow, my little Pearl, but one day surely. 

When is "one day?" 

At the great judgment day we three shall stand together, 

you and your mother and I. But not in the daylight of this 
world. 

You sound like a sick man, Arthur Dimmsdale. 

Ah, I have often envied vou because you were free to show 
your pain, Hester, while I must cover mine up in my heart. 
(HESITATINGLY) I have heard that Roger Chillingworth has 
moved into your house to watch over your health. 

It is thanks to his care that I still creep about this earth - 
and yet - yet - I fear that man, Hester. I shiver at his touch. 


(IN WHISPER) What has he said ~ what has he done to you? 


LO 
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Ee watches my suffering with pitying words but gloating eyes. 
Lately - ah ---- 

Yes, tell me, 

He hints that he cannot cure me unless I confide in him. 
Sometimes I have a fancy he is a fiend. 

(LOW) The fiend himself... 

(CRYING OUT) Oh, Hester. You are strong. It grows so 
difficult for me to keep our secret. Help me to be strong. 
PLAINTIVE UP AND UNDER) 

So Hester seeks out that malign old man whose only pleasure 
for seven long years has been to watch the tortures of the 
minister who loved Hester. And one day along a forest path, 
while Roger is gathering his secret herbs.... 

(CALLING) Roger Chillingworth. I would speak a word with you.. 
Upon my word, you are looking well, Hester, That gaily em- 
broidered letter suits you. | 

fozes - mock me all you wish, but listen. Since the day I 
promised not to reveal who you were, you have been closer to 
Arthur Dimmsdale than his shadow. You search his thoughts, 
sleeping and waking. You cause him to die daily. 

Yes — I and his conscience re him to die a thousand deaths, 
and all (CACKLING WITH LAUGHTER) all in the sight of me, his 
worst enemy though he doesn't know it. That is the delicious 
part of it. He doesn't know that you are my wife — but I 


mow about you and him — and that is the irony. 
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Hasn't he been tortured enough? 

Eas he? Look at me, Hester. Do you remember me nine years 
ago, a kind, just, peaceful man? What am I now? A fiend -- I've 
become a fiend. Who made me so? 

It was I no less than he. 

I loved you, Hester. He took you from me. 

No, no, roger. 

Ee did. I say he did. Ha -- Here comes the Reverend Dimmsdale 
now. I'll leave you alone with him...( FADING) Farewell, Hester 
I'll see you soon again. 

Arihur; 

(COMING UP) Is it you, Hester, is it really you? 

(TENDERLY) Sit down here, on this log. 

(GROANING) Hester, Hester, I'm the most miserable of men. 

Tne people revere you — you do food anong them. Doesn't this 
comfort you? 

A comfort to stand up in my pulpit and meet so many trusting 
eyes turned up to me? Knowing that I am tne worst sinner of 
them all. 

Arthur, I must warn you. There is someone wio will never 

let you forget - someone who dwells under the same roof 

with you. 

That are you saying? 

Arthur forgive me. I deceived you because I thought it was 

for your good. But now I mst tell yous That old pnysician 


~ Roger Chillingworth - is - was - my husband. 
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No. (WITH CRY) But I should have guessed. The shuddering that 
seized me when he stood near should have warned me. So he's 
known all these years? 

Yes. Arthur, you mustn't live any longer with that man. 

What shall I do? 

Is the world so narrow? A few miles away the yellow leaves 
show no trace of the white man's tread. In the other direction 
there is the broad pathway of the sea leading to kinder lands. 
Leave all this unhappiness., Begin anew! 

Oh, Hester. If I could ~ but there is no courage left in me 
to venture out into tne world alone... 

Ur_IN B.G. 

I'm not asking you to go alone! 

(STALMGRING) Not alone? You mean you'd go with me? 

Yes, to the ends of the earth - you and I and our daughter... 
Oh, Hester, why didn't we think of this sooner? 

Let's not look back, Arthur. We're young - why shouldn't we 
still have the future? 
We have our love, Hester--—— 

TOSi ea Soe 

Hester, take off that cap and let dowm your hair... 

My love — there.... 

How beautiful and dark your hair is...Tear that scarlet 

symbol off your dress. I can't stand tne sight of it - 


off with it.... 
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ESTER: There, I throw it away. No do I look as you remember me long 
aso? 
ROHURS I have forgotten many thinzs, Hester, happiness and peace, but 


never — for one single moment ~ have I forgotten you. You're 
beautiful and good. I love you. 

ESTER: You're my life - my heaven -- Why did we not dare do this 
long years ago? Our love was true and beautiful.... 

PHUR: Yes ~ yes — let's go away this moment. We will forget the 


past. You and I and Pearl. 


ESTER: Yes, we'll be happy ~ we must be happy — from now on ~ we - 
(BROKEN SPEECH) 

USIC: UP TRANSITION 

ANOUNCER: What happened? Did Hester and Arthur Dimumsdale escape? Did 
they find happiness? The answer is waiting for you in your 
public library. The Librarian is ready to serve you in many 
ways ~ to help you read with a purpose — to help you with 
your particular job. Asx your librarian about these many help- 
ful services which are yours for the asking. 

USIC: SEGUE INTO "MaMORIES" UP AND UNDER 

MIOUNCER: Next. ¢eucuace( Lime) s<Suten- sewers thO eras Steeda Breup) Of the 


ee eee .-( school, college or camp) will bring you 
another famous writer. Next week it's........eece+eeeeeand 


bhis fánmoús Dook sc sols bats eee 
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WOUNCERS This is the Columbia Broadcasting System 


(fade theme 20 seconds) 


WABC...eNew York 
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Production Notes  _—s—s—r— CC (CNN, 
Pleasant, helpful woman in late twenties, buoyant spirits 

and happy temperament. 

Man in early thirties, serious, but appreciative of the humor 

of his situation and his wife's helpfulness. Scene should be 
played with spirit and a light touch. 

Older woman, gossipy, malicious. 

A little younger than first, with contrasting voice. 

Another gossip. These three women should have identifying 
vocal characteristics, so that there is no chance of thinking 
all speeches made by same person, 

Another individual of crowd. No particular characterization 
can be advised, except that he and other men should be con- 
trasted, Same applies to second man. 
More sympathetic, kindly voice. In early twenties. 
Elderly man, heavy, authoritative voice. 

Man of about fifty, smooth manner, but capable of a great 
menace. He is, of course, the "villain of the peace". 
Another elderly, authoritative voice. Should be easily dis- 
tingvuishable from that of Beadle. Kind but firm. 
soft, sympathetic, slightly ministerial manner. Must be liked 
by audience. Should show his suffering through each success- 
ive scene to be more acute. 

A woman having sreat capacity for suffering and kindness. 
Never resentful. Sweet, sympathetic voice. The heroine at 


all times, of course. 
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Roug: but sympathetic man of middle age. 

A child of about four years. If a grown-up actress can 

assume a child's voice, she will be able to give the part a 
suggestion of the "strange being" with a smile of pure malice, 
as the author describes her, Care should be taken, however, 
that this is not overdone. 

Two boys and a girl, of about eight to ten years old. 

It is difficult to express the idea which is the major pro- 
duction problem of this script. Over all there must be the 
spirit of the time — the narrow-minded, zealously religious, 
hyner-critical attitude which characterizes the time and place. 
None of the scenes can be played in a matter-of-fact, normal 
manner. Suffering, punishment and a feeling of impending doom 
snould give the story an air of wnreality and an overtone of 
fear that is ever-present in the original. How to get this is 
ne individual director's greatest problem, a delicate yet most 
necessary task. 

There is nothing difficult to reproduce in this script. Per- 
haps a note about the child crying. This can always be done 

by an actress in the cast. Be careful that it is not too loud = 
the baby is very young. Anticipate cues, and carry on a little 

under speeches, letting the cry fade naturally. 

Here again appropriate transitions can be found or improvised 
by the organist. Fitting music can add much to the general 


mood of the program. 
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ARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR 


Office of Education 
Washington 15 Minute Scrint 


~ (This program is a product of the United States Department of the 
Interior, Office of Education, Washinzton, D. Ce The script remains 


Noe 10 -- "Whistling Dick's Christmas Stocking" 


CAST 


ANNOUNCER 

O. HENRY 
DICK 

FRITZ 
COLONEL 

MRS. DELANSY 


WOMAN 


Eee + ee E 


See Last Pazes for Production otes 
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NNOUNCER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down ~ alone - 
with a good bool? 

RGAN: UP SOFTLY WITH "MEMORIES" ESTABLISH FIRST PRASE AND: 

NNOUNCER: Good boos are like good friends - always there - always the 
same (WAR IT UP) They're waiting for you =~ one of many 
things waiting for you in your public library - if you!ll go 


oo in - and ask for them. 
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RGAN: RUN UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AMD IMMEDIATELY IN BACKGROUND AS: 

SNOUNCER: Every ------ afternoon (or evening) at this time the ............ i 
jee C2TOUD) of the wise viatwtdawede ninis e eee (acheeit., 
college, camp) will bring you fifteen minutes ~ with an im- 


portant writer. 


RGAN: CONTINUES ALONS FOR THRE SECONDS AT THE SAMS LEVEL — AND UYISR AS: 

SNOUNCER 3 With the compliments of the season ~ we present you with a | 
Christmas story by 0. Henry. The real name of this beloved 
American author was William Sidney Porter. His stories are 
full of thrills but his own life story was more unusual than 
anything he ever wrotee Did you kmow, for instance, that 
O. Henry had to wait for his sweetheart to grow up to marry her? 
That he once spent several months fleeing from the law in the 
company of famous bandits? That there were three years in his 
life he never spoke of to his most intimate friends? Now 
O» Henry will tell you in his own words how he found his plots. 
Let's listen to him for a moment. 

TAN 3 UP UNDER 

HENRY: (OVER) When I first came to New York I spent a great deal 
of time knocking around the streets. I used to walk all hours 
of the day and night along the river fronts, through Hell's 
Kitchen, down the Bowery stopping in all manner of places and 
talking with everyone. I never met anyone but I could learn 
something from him. Up from ships men come, and from waste 
places and forest and road and garret and cellar to maunder 


to me of the things they have seen. Oh, if I could have a 
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thousand years - just one little thousand years more of life 
I might in that time draw near enough to true romance to touch 
the hem of her robe. 

RG AIT: UP_AND UNDER AS: 

TNOUNCER: (OVER) In the course of his wandering 0. Henry undoubtedly 
met the red-headed tramp who is the hero of tne story we are 
bringing you this afternoon, "Whistling Dick!s Christmas 
Stocking." We first see Dick, on the sunny afternoon of a New 


Orleans December 24th as he climbs cautiously down from a box 


Car. 
AG AN: OUT 

IRD: (A CLEAR MEOLDIOUS WHISTLE OF "0 SOLE MIO." 

ITZ: (GHUFFLY) so - it's you, main vistling hobo! 

CK: Well, if it ain't Big Fritz, the whistling copt 

ITZ: Already back in New Orleans, are you? And there vill not be a 


frost for two veeks yet. 


Awe. Don't be stingy wit yer sunshine. 


(ITZ: You shentlemen of the road are growing softi 
OKs Is that so .... 
ITZ s Unt you kaf forgotten how to vistlet Der vas a false note 


in dot last bar! 

CK: Soy, whatcher know about whistlin', you with your little 
German Ach du-lieber tunes. Pin back yer ears and listen 
again. Here's the way I whistled it, see? 


UND: WHISTLING "O SOLE MIO" 


ONE NOTS FLATTED) 


ITZ: Stopl Ach donnervetter! A rolling stone can!t vistle for 


mo 
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a cent. Listen to me und learn the right way to vistle dot chunel 


SOUND: (ANOTHER WHISTLE, SONOROUS, EMPHASIZING THE NOTE DICK FLATTED) 

RITZ? Dot's Benatural unt not B-flat. 

SICK: I believe you're right, Fritz. 

RITZ: You'd better be glad you met me instead of some odder 
policemen. Von hour later und you'd have been behind bars, 
vistling mit de odder jail birds. | 

ICK: Say! I ain!t been in New Orleans long enough to be wanted 
for anything. Wot's up? 

RITZ: We've got orders to arrest all der bums after sunset. Dirty 
davs or dirty dollars. 

ICK: Dirty days. It ain't dirty days or dirty dollars ~ it's t'oity 
days @ t'oity dollars see. 

RITZ: Hither way it means get out of tow, Whistling Dickt 

OUND: (FEW BARS FROM "HOT TIS IN THE OLD TOWN TONIGHT" WHISTLED) 

ICK: (BREAKING OFF) Tanks for the tip, Fritz. 

RITZ: I gif it to you for a Christmas present because you ain't so bad 
as der rest of de bums. Also you can vistle almost so good as 
I meinself. Also because I got a soft heart. 

(CK: I'm ranbling! (VOICE FADING) So long, Fritz .... 

ITZ: Auf wiedersehn! 

UND (FAINTLY "0 SOLE MIO" WHISTIED) 

LEZ: (CALLING LOUDER) Unt remember - B-natural = nod B-flatt 

UND: (WHISTLE STOPS) 

CK: (FAR ATAT) Okay: 

UND: (FAINT WHISTLING FADES AND) 


4 


Digitized by Google 


134032-J 


ORGAN TAKES UP "O SOLE MIO" UNDER SCENE 


ANNOUNCER : Whistling Dick hated to leave town. With a depressed spirit he 
passed the old French Market and climbed upon the levee path 
trying to look like a laborer going to his honest toil. He 
travelled slowly till ne reached the country of the plantations, 
the great sad silent levels bordering the mighty river. Here 
he looked down on the cutters in the fields of sugar cane and 
shuddered to think how dangerously close he was to worl. As 
night came down he heard a sound of horses hoofs. A surry 


with a man, woman and little girl stopped beside hin. 


SCAN : OUT 
CUND: (CLATTER OF HOOFS AND SUDDEN STOP) 
CLONEL : Waoat Whoa! You've lost one of your bundles out of the 


surry, Lucyt 
RS. DELANEY: Oh, dear -- I was afraid we had too many packages. 
OUND: (WHISTLS, IN DISTANCE, APPROACHING) 
UCY: (CHILDISH TREBLE) Oh, Mama! As if anyone could have too many 


packages on Christmas Eve} 


OLONEL: Look, that man is picking it up! 
UND: (WHISTLE STOPS, STILL OFF MIKE) 
ICK: (OFF) Here you are, Miss} 

JOY: What's your name, please? 

LCK: (UP) It's Dick, Miss. 

JOY: Thank you, Dick. 


IS. TELANEY: That was very kind of youl 


ICK: (GOING) It was nuttin', mittin' at all. 
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All right, driver. 

(CLATTER OF HOOFS) 

(CALLING OFF MIKE) Merry Christmas, Dick! (FADING) Merry 
Christmas! 

HEY: (CALLING) Wait a minute! Here's something else that 
must of fell ovter a bundle! Hey! Shucks they didn't heart 
(TO HIMSELF) A silk stocking! What d'rou know about that? 
Been shopping and the kid lost one of her new socks she was 
going to hang up fer Santa. 

IN BACKGROULID VERY SOFTLY. GOD REST YS MERRY GSNTLEMAN THROUGHOUT 
(LAUGHS) Maybe I'll hang it up myself tonight. "Merry 
Christmas" she says to me - the blooming little Sheezicks! 
what d'you know about that? Merry Christmas! — Dick! Her 


wit! her Merry Christmas! Dere she goes turning into dat 


grand white house ahead wit all the lamps in de windows. 


(SEGUE INTO "HOM? SWEET HOME") 


some folks live in houses with lighted windows and some tramp 
the levees, ain't it the truth? <A feller hadn't ought to be 
on the bum Christmas Eve. If I'd gone to work I might have 
had a home now, and a jolly little tike like that. Only mine 
would have had red hair and been named Janey ~ I'd come home 
from work with my pockets bulging and she!d come a-runnin! 
and a-ycllin'.... 

OUT 

(WIND MACHINE UP SOFTLY) 


(FAINTLY TO IMITATE IMAGINARY VOICE) Merry Christmas, Daddyt 
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DICK: And I'd say, "Same to you, Janey! ‘hat do yer want ol! Santa 
to bring yer, eh, lovey? And she'd say ... 

IRL: (FAINTLY) A doll, Daddy, and some candy and picter book and a 
top an! some handierchers and a big red ball .... 

ICK: An! then I'd say, "You must think Santa is one of then 
nultimillionaires. Come, give us a kiss, Janey, and run along 


to bed!" And she'd beg. 


IRL: (FAINTLY) Please, Daddy, whistle a Christmas song before I go 
to sleep! 

ICK: Ant I'd set on tne side of the bed and whistle. 

OUND: "HOLY NIGHT" (WHISTLED A FEW BARS) 

OUND: (WIND MACHINE OUT) 

ICK: (BREAKING OFF) Aw, shucks! Big Fritz musta been right. 


I'm gittin! soft in the bean ~- makin! up fairy storiest 
I'd better be thinkin! of holin! up for de night. (PAUSE) 


Brr - it sure gits cold when de sun goes down. 


g 


(WHISTLES "HOLY NIGHT" BREAKS OFF) 

CE: (SNIFFS) If dere ain't a hobo stew cooking somewhere near ~ 
my nose has quit telling de trut!. Ah, I see the fire down 
there in tne hollow below the house. An! say! De feller 
stirring the slum is a dead ringer for Boston Harry! I'll 
try him with tne high sign! 

(WHISTLE ¢-G) 
(ANSWER - OFF MIKE C-G) 
STON: (DISTANCE) Hil Whistlin' Dicki 


CK: (COMING UP) Kin I join youse gents? 
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Bo's dis is Mr. Whistling Dick, an old pal of minel 

(AD LIB GREZTING) Howdet Make yourself to homel 

Meet Deaf Pete, Blin'y, Googles and Indian Tom, all fugatives 
from honest toil! 

(AD LIB GREETING) 

Pleased to meet you, gents. 

Here, waiter, lay another cover. 

Still chewin! the stuffin'! outer the dictionary as usual, 
Boston! But tanks all de same. 

Blinky pass the empty ovster can on yer left to the empty 
gentleman on yer right! 

Yere y'are, Bot 

Dip into de Mulligan, pardt 

Youse guys working on this plantation? 

(HOARSELY ~ AD LIB) Workin't Say -- where do you get that 
stuff? 

A guest should never insult his hosts till he's filled up wit 
grub anyhow. Workin! 1 

Yum! Dis stew is tasty! 

(LOWERING HIS VOICE) Yot would you say if I told you Santy 
Claus was droppin! in on us dis evening? 

Santy Claus? You mean.... 

Listen Sonny. We are on a laye 

A lay? 

You kin come in on the profits only you've got to help, see? 


Wot lay could you find out here? 
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See that plantation over there? 
You mean the white house with the lights in the windows? 
Yeah, I see it. 
Tvo hundred hands are expecting to be paid a week's vages 
there tomorrow morning. Now the money's there tonight, sce? 
the boss drove to New Orleans today and fetched it backe 
How comes you know that? 
Never mind how we know. It's a straight tip all right. To 
grand the owner of that sensation thinks he!s going to pay 
his hands tomorrowe But he ain't - see? He's goinz to pay 
them to us - eh, boys? 
(AD LIB) Hat Hat Surel You're right! You bett 
Av, says youe How kin six hobos cop that cash with two 
hundred cane hands around. 
I'll tell yer. Sce that cane field? While the family's eating 
supper Blinky and Pete'll go down there and set it afire! 
(SLOWLY) I get youl While the man are out of the house 
fighting the fire you'll go ce... 
It ought to be a pipe, eh Dick? Nothing left for us to handle 
but the women and the money bags! 
We can take care of women and moneyt 

7 
(AD LIB LAUG“TSR) 
If dere's kids we'll tell ‘tem we're Santa Claus! gangt 
(AD LIB) Haw, hawt Leave the kids to ust Let's gol 
Well, tanks for de grub. I better be mosying along. 
Hey, wait a minute. 
(GRIMLY) What d'you mean, Dich? 
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Count me outer dis deal, Boston. I'm on de bun, but I ain't 

no bloomin'’ burgler and kid scarer. I'll say good night, gentst 
(MURMER OF MENACE) No yer don't! 

I've got a gun here, Dick, that says you don't go a stepe 
You'll stick right in this jungle till we've finished the job. 
(PLACATINGLY) Easy goes, Bostoni Lower your artillery. 

All right. I don't want to hurt anybody. 

(STARTS WHISTLING "OH SOLE MIO" REFLECTIVSLY. UNDER NEXT SPExCH) 
(OVER) Time to start, boys. Blinky and Pete fire the cane. 

the rest of you jine them by the levee and when you're sure the 
men are out break for the house! 

(AD LIB) Okay Boss! So Longi 

(EN GOING) 

(BREAKING OFF WHISTLE) How'd you know the boss brought the 

kale from town this’ afternoon, Boston? 

Didn't I see him with my own eyes, driving home? Just afore you 
come along. 

Women folks along, too wasn't there? 

I guess so. Why? 

Nothing I guess dats de same team passed me dis eveningl\ 

(TO SELF SOFTLY) Ther blooming little skeezicks, sociable 

and swell and sassy with her "Merry Christmas, Dick". 

(SHARPLY) Wotts that you said, Dick? 

Nothin'! Nothin! at all, 'cent only -~ Merry Christmas 

to you, Boston! Merry Christmas... 


(UP UNDER AS) 
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(OVER) Meantime dinner was being served in the Bellemeade 
Plantation dining room. They talked of the tramp nuisance that 
had lately vexed every plantation for miles around New Orleans. 
The Colonel seized the chance for gentle raillery at his wife... 
(LAUGHTER AD LIB) 

These tramps -~ they won't work! They defy my overseers, they 
make friends with my dogs, and then you, my dear, feed then 
before my eyest Tell us, Please, how many today? 

You should be more severe with them, Mrs. Delaney! They're 

a positive menace. 

some of them aren't! Some of them pick up bundles, don't 

they Mama? 

(SOFTLY) Lucy means that the one we passed this evening driving 
home». He had a good face, and was whistling grand opera, too, 
lie an angele I can't believe they're all bad..e. 

I wonder, Mama, if Dick found my stocking? 

(CRASH OF GLASS) 

(SHRIEKS FROM OMEN) 

Something came through the window. 

(AD LIB) What's thath For Heaven's sake! 

Here it is on the floor. 

Why it's a silk stocking. 

It's loadedt There's a stone in the toe...eand something 
Clse.eeec 


Let's see it. 


OTHER WOMAN:Perhaps it's a message from Mars! 
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LUCY: Or Santa Claust 
YOLONEL? It's a note of some kind. (MAKES SOUND OF READING. UTTERS 
AN EXCLAMATION) Great Scott. Ring the bell, my love - 


quickly! There's not a minute to be lost! 


OUND: (HELL RINGS) 
LL: (AD LIB) But what is it? What's the matter? Whots it fron? 
OLONEL: Pompeyt Go tell the overseer to arm twenty stout hands, send 


half to guard this house and have the rest follow me with roves 
to the south cane field! Hurry! Our lives may depend on itt 
(GOING) 

UND: (DOOR SLAMS) 

SER WOMAN: Our lives he saidi Ohi I think I'm going to faintl 

S. DELANBY: Wait till I read the note, Ellen! (READING) Dear Gent: 

Five tuff hobcs are going to rob youse of the money you got 

to pay the hands. They're going to set fire to the cane field 
to get the men folks away from the house first. Dey got me 
stuck up with a gun. This is the only way I can tink to warn 
you. P.S. Tell the little kid that dropt this stocking, Merry 
Christmas! Whistling Dick. 

AN: (UP UNDER AS) 

OUNCER: (OVER) There was some quiet but rapid maneuvering at 
Bellemeade during the next half hour which ended in five 
disgusted and sullen tramps being captured and locked up 
securely to wait morning and the jail wagone And now, behold 
Whistling Dick basking in the white light of hero worship, 


as he sits at the dinner table waited on by the swells. Only 
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the Christmas turkey and plum pudding prevent him from break- 
ing out into joyful whistling... 

ICK: My heart was in me mouth when I trew dat stone. I knoved it 
was me last chanct. 

CMAN: (SHUDDERING) And all the time that horrible man was pointing 
a pistol at you? 

ICK: Oh, it wasn't nottin!, Ma'am. I done it for the sake of the 
little kid there! I didn't want her to get scared on 
Christmas Eve. 

RS. DELANEY: Perhaps you have a child of your own, Whistling Dick? 

ICX; Well. Not really, Matam! But I - uh -I 

UCY: (CLAPPING HANDS) I knowl You've got a pretend little girl. 
I pretend people toot 

[CK: Yeah, I pretend her name's Janey, and sne's got red hair just 


like per pa. 


ICY: Oh, I like Janey. If she were a real little girl I could play 
with her. 

CK: I vish she was -- a real ~ little girl eee 

ICY: Papa, let's invite Dick to stay herel We could have such 


fun pretending things together. 
LONEL: I was going to do that anyway, Lucy. Bellemeade sir, is your 


home from tonight on. Youtll never have to tramp the levees 


again. 
CY: Oh, I'm so glad, Dicki 
L: (CHEERING AD LIB) Finet Goodt 
CK: Tank yer kindly, Mister - but - I -~I - 
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(CLAPPING HIM ON SHOULDER) Not another wordt You've 

earned your chance to become a good citizen and you're going to 
have itt 

You can talk of that tomorrow. I'm sure Mr ~ Mr. Dick is 
tired. Ring for Pompey ~ will you dear, to show him to his room. 
No, no, Mamae Let me show him, please. Come on Dicktl 

(AD LIB) Good night, Dickt Merry Christmast 

(AWKWARDLY) Merry Christmast 

(DOOR OPENS-CLOSES ON VOICES) 

Take my hand ~ it's sort of dark in the hall. 

Yes, Janey ~ I mean Lucy! 

Oh, I'm glad you're going to stay here forever and everl 
Forever and ever - aw geel That's a long time. 

Herets the room. Do you like it, Dick? See the holly? I 

put some all over the house today. 

Gee, a room with a bed...and a looking glass and ~ and lighted 
windows for Whistling Dick. 

Oh, is that the rest of your name, Whistling Dickl 

That's what they call me. 

Please, before I go downstairs whistle that tune you were 
whistling on the road today. 

This one...-(FEW BARS OF "O SOLE MIO") 

Yes ~ that onet 

(WHISTLES FIRST STRAIN OF IT) 

(OVER) Oh, I wish I could do that. 


Go on tryt 
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LUCY.: (CHILD WHISTLING ATTSMPT) No, it's no good. You must teach 


me tomorro'7. 


DICK: Yeah, that's right. Tomorrow. 

LUCY? Good nignt and Merry Christmas, Dick! 

DICK: | Merry Christmas, Kiddie! 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

ORGAN: (UP. WIER) 

DICK: (OVER) Tomorrows I've got to choose. If I stay here it'll 


mean a home — lighted windows end maybe ~ someday a Janey 
of my own. If I zo its tne levee and tne box cars and 
mulligan stew in hobo jungles. Aw geel What!11 I do? 
CRGAN: (TRANSITION) 
ANNOUNCER: Whet happened? What happens to people like Whistling Dick? 
Youtll enjoy O». Henry's short stories. Read them again. Go 


to your public library and ask for these and other good books. 


MUSIC: (UP SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" AND UNDER:) 


ANNOUNCER: Next week = the ssessesosessosssoossess saleroun) of The serow 
E ee eer PEE EEE .. e (school, college, camp) will 
bring you another famous writer. Next week it's ..sssssoessee. 
Ciani saa ge AOL. nls AMO UWS. aaea ae E E Next Monday 


—- same time ~ same station. 


MUSIC: (UP TO FINISH) 


ANNOUNCER: INe 1S Star LOny i0sihe ras eea eae ee eames 


15 


Digitized by Google 


LUCY: 


LICKS 
LUCY: 
DICK: 
SOUND? 


ORGAN: 


a ee ee ee creme 


TICK: 


134032-J 


(CHILD WHISTLING ATTEMPT) No, it's no good. You must teach 


me tomorrow. 

Yeah, that's right. Tomorrow. 

Good night and Merry Christmas, Dick! 
Merry Christmas, Kiddie! 


(DOOR CLOSES) 


_ (UP WIER) 


(OVER) Tomorrow! I've got to choose. If I stay here it'll 


mean a nome — lighted windows end maybe -~ someday a Janey 


of my own. If I zo its tne levee and tne box cars and 


mulligan stew in hobo jungles. Aw geel What!ll I do? 


ORGAN: (TRANSITION) 


AKNOUNCER: 


ANNOUNCER: 


Whet happened? What happens to people like Whistling Dick? 


You'll enjoy O». Henry's short stories. Read them again. Go 


to your public library and ask for these and other good books. 


MUSIC: (UP SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" AND UNDER:) 


Next neet = the cosinar Sadi ea cae eww (groun) of the ses 
EPEE EN E ETE E .. (school, college, camp) will 

bring you another famous writer. Next week it's ...ceevecsees 
re re ee eee ce ond NIS TPOS arere risika ee ees .. Next Monday 


- same time ~ same station. 


MUSIC: (UP TO FINISH) 


ANNOUNCER: 


PAS. 15 (Stab Ons 2 + aaw ee 6 Shia ee Sw Hae es 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


"TREASURES NEXT DOOR" No. 10. 


ACT? 
FRITZ: As the script implies, a German dialect is needed for this role. 
The man should be middle aged, hearty, and sympathetice Do 
not make the accent too "thick", and avoid the typical "Duten 
comedian". This should be just a plain German-American. 
TICK: Rather New Yorkese man of young middle age, happy-go-lucky, 


carefree, but likeable and sympathetic. The hero, of course. 
COLONEL: The typical Southern Colonel, about fifty perhaps. A gentleman 
of the old school. 
MRS. DELANEY: Tne Colonel's wife. Kind and notnerly. 
LUCY.: Little girl of eight to ten years old. Cheerful and polite. 
Should "double" GIRL on page 6. 
BOSTON: ) Three tramps of varying vocal qualities and characteristics, 
BLINKY:) 
GOOGLES:) which can be left to the discretion of the director. They 
must all have tough-guy diction, and te hard-boiled. Boston 


should be the most positive character, being the leader. 


MAN: ) Incidental characters. Southern accent, and contrasting 
NOMAN: ) 
voices with those of Colonel and his wife. 
CUND : 
PAGE 3: (CLEAR MELODIOUS WHISTLE "O SOLE MIO") As the hero's name 


is Whistling Dick, the man who does this should be a very good 
whistler. He should "flat" a "B", however, in this cue and 


at bottom of page 3., as indicated. This should te an actual 
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"sound effect", as it is difficult for the actor to do the 
whistling and also the dialogue. 

PAGS 4: (ANOTHER WHISTLE, SONOROUS, etc.) Make this rendition as 
different as possible from tne first, both in key end in 
"style"! — and do not "flat"! 

PAGS 4: (FEW BARS FROM "HOT YIME....", etc.) This is in first style, 
as it is Dick whistling again, of course. Be careful that the 
breaking off comes before he sneaks ~ not after! The faint 
"O Sole Mio", is also Dick, fading off, and breaks off in 
same way for his distant "Okayl"! 

PAGE 5: (CLATTER OF HOOFS AND SUDDEN STOP) ‘The hoofs have been ex- 
plained before -~ they should be on a dirt road, of course. 

Tne addition of a roller=-skate over gravel at same time will 
help give sound of surr:7. This should resume and fade with 
hoofs at bottom of same page. 

PAGE 6: (WIND MACHINE UP SOFTLY) This should be very faint ~ just 
enough to give an eerie, inaginary quality to the scene. 

Steal wind in under organ, and let it come up just a trifle 
as organ fades. This scene can be just as effective as was 
the dreai scene in "Autocrat of the Breakfast Table", and 
should be done in the same way. At the bottom of same page, 
let the wind die out under the whistled "Holy Night". 

PAGE 7: (WHISTLE C - G) and (ANSWER - OFF MIKE C - G) These refer, of 
course, to a notes whistled,- a sort of code call. The first 
is Dick, or mike, then a slight pause, and the answer, off, 
from Boston. 
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PAGE 11: (CRASH OF GLASS) Not too much, and slightly off mike. Shovld 
be effective if piece of glass is broken with rock and alloved 


to fall into glass crush box. 
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UNITED STATES EDUCATIONAL RADIO SCRIPT EXCHANGE 
D=PARTMENT OF THs INTERIOR 
Office of Education 
vasnington 15 Minute Script 


(This program is a product of the United States Department of the 
Interior, Office of Education, Washington, D.C. The script remains 


the property of the Government and must not be sponsored commercially.) 


TREASURES NEXT DOOR 


No. 11 ~ "3en Eur" 


CAST 


ANNOUNCER 

NARRATOR 

LEWIS VALLACE 

MRS, WALLACE 

TIRZAH, Ben Hur's sister 
BEN HUR 

MOTHER 

MESSALA, Roman officer 
SOLDIER 

JOSEPE 

TWO WOEN 

ARRIUS, Roman Tribune 
HORTATOR, Roman officer 
IRAS, an Egyptian girl 
SLAVES, crowd 


See Last Pages for Production Notes 


AYNOULICER: (OPENS COLD) How long has it been since you sat down alone 
with a good book? 


ORGAN: (UP _ SOFTLY VITH "MEMORIES" ESTA3LISE FIRST PERASE AND: ) 


ANNOUNCERS Good books are like good friends - always there ~ always the 
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seme ~ (WARM IT UP) They're waiting for you in your public 
library ~ if you'll go in ~ and ask for them. 


RUN 


UP WHOLE TONE SCALE TO FANFARE AND IMMEDIATELY IN BACKGROUND 


AS:) 


Every .......,.-afternoon (or evening) at this time the ......... 
sesesseaoo (ErOUp) Of thes 1iséievsdessds4e0(SC2001) college or 
camp) will bring you fifteen minutes with an important writer, 
CONTINUSS NE FOR TEREE SECONDS AT SAI LEVEL 
Today we!re bringing you one of the most famous stories ever 
told! "Ben Hur" has been translated into forty languages, in- 
cluding the Chinese and the Arabic. Although it was first pub- 
lished more than half a century ago, it is still a best seller. 
It has been played on the stage and in the motion pictures, and 
now it makes its appearance on the air! But before - begin let's 
take a quick look at the author, General Lewis Wallace, or "Lew" 
Wallace as he preferred to be known, This amazing man had four 
Careers, and won fame in all four! He once saved the capital of 
the United States from capture by an enemy army. He was one of 
the judges who tried the alleged conspirators after the assassi~ 
nation of President Lincoln, who had once befriended him, And 
though he wrote one of the greatest religious stories of all time 
he was never a church member! Now ~ let's imagine a little scene 
in the Wallace home where the General's wife has just finished 
reading the manuscript of "Ben Eur"... 


(RAPPING OF DOOR) 


(OFF MIKE) Susan! Do you know that you've been locked in the 
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study all night? 

(UNLOCKING DOOR) I couldn't have anybody interrupt me while I 
was reading tne boox, Lew ~ even youl | 

But now... 

I've just finished the last word, I think that it's... 
(INTERRUPTING) Don't tell me - yet, my dear. 

(LAUGHS EMBARRASSED) It takes more courage to face a critic 
than to go into battle. 

You look tired out, dearest. 

I have been walking up and down all night. I do believe I've 
rewritten every word of Ben Hur in my mind. | 

And that's a good many words, Lew. 

Yes, it's been a gigantic task. Seven years... 

(GENTLY) But not too long to spend over a book that will live 


forever, dearest. 


(WITH A CRY) You liked it then? Don't spare me, Susan! You 
think it is good? 
I don't think - I mow. It is a great book, my dear, And you 


are a great man, 

I've written a dedication ~ read it aloud, Susan. 

(READING) "To the wife of my youth eis still abides with me" 
Oh, my dear ~- you make me very proud... 


Tell me ~ what part of it do you like the best? 


RS. WALLACE: Oh, it's hard tn choose. Of course, the Chariot Race will please 


everybody most. But I do believe that I loved the description of 


one of the characters best, 
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Wnich one was that? Ben Hur? Tirzah? Esther? 
No = one who comes into the story for only a page or two, but 


who dominates it all the way through...Mary, the mother of 


Christ! 


That's strange... 

You've made her so real, so beautiful ~ the embodiment of all 
the womanly qualities. How could you have imagined a woman 
like that? 

You didn't recognize her then? 

Why, no...-Did you have some real person in mind when you wrote 
that wonderful description? 


(TENDERLY) Why, yes, my dear, I was describing youl 


WOUUCERS 


IRZAE 


SN HUR: 
'IRZAĦ; 
EX HUR: 
'IRZAH $ 


EN HUR: 


The story of Ben Eur has its beginning in the City of Jerusalem 
some twenty years after a great star had blazed in the East 
above a stable in the neighboring village of Bethlehem, On the 
rooftop of the palace of the wealthy Jewish family of Hur, a 
handsome boy, Judah Ben Hur and his sister are chatting. 

Amrah says you came home sick yesterday. Did you go up to the 
temple bareheaded in the noonday sun? 

No, Tirzah. If I was sick it was sick at heart! 

Why, what was the matter? 

I paid a visit...I wish that I had not gone. 

Oh, did you go to see Messala? I heard he had come back from 
Rome — what was he like, Judah? Tell mel 


I thought to find my old childhood friend, the boy I loved like 
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Waich one was that? Ben Hur? Tirzah? Esther? 
No =- one who comes into the story for only a page or two, but 


who dominates it all the way through...Mary, the mother of 


Christ! 


That's strange... 

You've made her so real, so beautiful ~ the embodiment of all 
the womanly qualities. How could you have imagined a woman 
like that? 

You didn't recognize her then? 

Why, no...Did you have some real person in mind when you wrote 
that wonderful description? 


(TENDERLY) Why, yes, my dear, I was describing youl 


ANNOUNCER: 


TIRZAE: 


BEN HUR: 
TIRZAĦ:; 
EEA HUR: 


TIRZAE: 


BEN HUR: 


The story of Ben Hur has its beginning in the City of Jerusalem 
some twenty years after a great star had blazed in the Hast 
above a Stable in the neighboring village of Bethlehem, On the 
rooftop of the palace of the wealthy Jewish family of Hur, a 
handsome boy, Judah Ben Hur and his sister are chatting. 

Amrah says you came home sick yesterday. Did you go up to the 
temple bareheaded in the noonday sun? 

No, Tirzah. If I was sick it was sick at heart! 

Why, what was the matter? 

I paid a visit...I or that I had not gone, 

Oh, did you go to see Messala? I heard he had come back from 
Rome —- what was he like, Judah? Tell me! 


I thought to find my old childhood friend, the boy I loved like 
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a brother. I found a haughty Roman stranger wearing Messala's 
face, 

But what did he say to you to make you look so stern, Judah? 

He laughed at the traditions of our race! He tolde to forget 
Moses and turn to Mars! 

(SHOCKED) Oh, how wicked! 

He boasted that Rome was all the world. But he was wrong! 
(PASSIONATELY) There have been strangers as masters of Judea 
before the Roman. She has outlived them all, Tirzeh. What has 
been will be again! 

Oh, I love to see you angry, Judah! Your eyes flash so! 
Messala and I can never be friends again ~ never! 

Then let us not think of him] What would you like to do best 

of anything in the world, Judah? 

Travell Don't tell anyone, Tirzah, but I'm going away soon, 
(BURSTING INTO TEARS) Oh, you can't, Judah! What will become 
of mother and me? You're the head of the house since father was 
drowned! 

And shall the head of the house of Hur be an idler? You know 
it's the Jewish law all men shall work. 

But we're so happy. Stay at home, brother! 
+, DRUMS 


OFF MIKE, „FAR DISTANCE, . SHOUTING 


What's that? Oh, I remember. Valerius Graccus, the new Governor 
arrives today from Rome, 


Oh, (HURRYING AWAY) Come over to the parapet and look down at 


the procession. 
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See how the people jeer the Roman! 

(GLEEFULLY) And how he scowls back, 

(OFF MIKE. ..MARTIAL MUSIC...SZOUTS) 

(TO HIMSELF) Rome - Rome ~ when shall Judea be free of you? 
(GIVES A CRY) Merciful Eeaven! 

(CRASH OFF MIKE...UPROAR) 

Judah, what has happened? Graccus has fallen off his horse ~ 
the soldiers are looking up at us and shaking their fists! I'm 
frightened} 

(HOARSELY) A tile loosened as I leaned over the parapet. It 
fell on the Roman Governor! 

(FRIGHTENED) Oh! 

Perhaps I've killed him! 

(SOBBING) What will they do to us? 

I didn't do it purposely, Tirzah, It was an accident! 

I know, I kmow..... 

Look! They're helping him up} He lives] Blessed be the God of 
our fathers! 

(OFF MIKE CRASHING OF WOOD...SHOUTS) 

They're breaking into our house} 

(AVAY... CRYING OUT) Judah! My son! Help me! 
It's our mother! Quick, Tirzah, we must go down] 
Wait} They're coming up here. 

(DOOR FLUNG OPEN) (SHOUTS) 


Messala} 


Digitized by Google 


124032-K 


MESSALA: (OFF MIKE) There he is, Centurians! Grab him! 

BEN EUR: But Messalal It was an accident. You know I could never try 
to kill anyone! 

MESSALA: (OFF MIKE) You told me yesterday we were friends no longer! 

BEN HUR: At least help them, Messala! My mother ~ Tirzah! See -- they're 
binding them! (FRANTICALLY) Remember our childhood and help 
them! I pray youl 

MESSALA: (OFF,..DISREGARDING) I cannot serve you further, Centurians!} 
There is richer entertainment in the street. Farewell} 
(GOING ) 

SOUND: (DOOR CLOSES) 

PEN HUR: And there goes Messala! (SLOWLY TERRIBLY) In the hour of thy 
vengeance, Lord, be mine the hand to put it on hin! 

MOTHER: Oh, my son! 

SOLDIER: (ROUCHLY) To the galleys with the assassin! 

MOTHERS (WITH SCREAM) No, no not that! 

BEN HUR: De with me as you will, soldiers, but my mother and sister are 
innocent. Spare them in memory ef your own mothers! 

SOLDIER: Take the women away! Chain the boy} Leave nothing living in 
these traitorous walls! 

MOTHER: (FADING AWAY) My son! My son! 

CROWD: (CROWD ROAR UP AND FADE) 

NARRATOR: A week later a little procession halted in the village of 


Nazareth near the public well, The dust of the road was thick 
on the soldiers who rode horseback, but their prisoner who stag- 


gered along at a rope's end was so covered with it as to be 
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almost unrecognizable. A bearded old man came to the door of 
his carpenter shop to survey them... 

(SAWING AS BACKGROUND) 

The peace of the Lord be with you; soldiers! 

And that of the gods be with you, carpenter! 

(ASIDE) Rabbi Joseph, good Rabbi Joseph, ask the soldiers what 
that poor boy has done that they chain him like a wild beast! 
Your prisoner is young, centurion! 

Aye. But in the galleys welll make him older fast. I've seen 
beardless boys with white hair chained to the oars! 

(LAUGE) 

(FAIUTLY...VOICE COMING UP) Water! In the name of pity ~ 
water: 

(JEBRINCILY) You'll have enough of water before you're through 
rowing the seas, assassin! 


Assassin? Surely not that boy! He has a good face! 


In the streets of Jerusalem, day before yesterday he flung a tile 


from his fathers rooftop on the noble Graccus, nearly killing 
him! 

(AD LIB) He did! How awful] And he is so young! 

Vater! One drop of water! 

(SAWING OF WOOD STOPS) 

(ASIDE) Youtre taller. Can you see what's happening, Rachel? 
That young carpenter in Joseph's shop laid down his saw and is 
filling a pitcher at the well,..Now he is holding it to the 


prisoner's lips for him to drink. 
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See how the people jeer the Roman! 

(GLEEFULLY) And how he scowls back. 

(OFF MIKE... MARTIAL MUSIC...SHOUTS) 

(TO HIMSELF) Rome - Rome ~ when shall Judea be free of you? 
(GIVES A CRY) Merciful Heaven! 

(CRASH OFF MIKE...UPROAR) 

Judah, what has happened? Graccus has fallen off his horse ~ 
the soldiers are looking up at us and shaking their fists! I'm 
frightened} 

(HOARSELY) A tile loosened as I leaned over the parapet. It 
fell on the Roman Governor! 

(FRIGHTENED) Oh! 

Perhaps I've killed him! 

(SOBBIKG) What will they do to us? 

I didn't do it purposely, Tirzah, It was an accident! 

I know, I lmoWeeece 

Look! They're helping him up! He lives] Blessed be the God of 
our fathers! 

(OFF MIKE CRASHING OF WOOD.,.SHOUTS) 

They're breaking into our house} 

(AVAY...CRYING OUT) Judah! My son! Help me! 
It's our mother! Quick, Tirzah, we must go down! 
Wait! They're coming up here, 

(DOOR FLUNG OPEN) (SHOUTS) 


Messala! 
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(OFF MIKE) There he is, Centurians! Grab him! 

But Messalal It was an accident. You know I could never try 
to kill anyone! 

(OFF MIKE) You told me yesterday we were friends no lenger! 
At least help them, Messala! My mother ~ Tirzah! See -- they're 
binding them! (FRANTICALLY) Remember our childhood and help 
them! I pray youl 

(OFF...DISREGARDING) I cannot serve you further, Centurians! 
There is richer entertainment in the street. Farewell} 
(GOING) 

(DOOR CLOSES) 

And there goes Massalal (SLOWLY TERRIBLY) In the hour of thy 
vengeance, Lord, be mine the hand to put it on him! 

Oh, my son! 

(ROUCHLY) To the galleys with the assassin! 

(WITH SCREAM) No, no not that} 

De with me as you will, soldiers, but my mother and sister are 
innocent. Spare them in memory ef your own mothers! 

Take the women away! Chain the boy} Leave nothing living in 
these traitorous walls} 

(FADING AWAY) My son! My son! 

(CROWD ROAR UP AND FADE) 

A week later a little procession halted in the village of 
Nazareth near the public well. The dust of the road was thick 
on the soldiers who rode horseback, but their prisoner who stag- 


gered along at a rope's end was so covered with it as to be 
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almost unrecognizable. A bearded old man came to the door of 


his carpenter shop to survey them... 


SOUND: (SAWING AS BACKGROUND) 

JOSEPH: The peace of the Lord be with you, soldiers! 

SOLDIER: And that of the gods be with you, carpenter! 

WOMAN: (ASIDE) Rabbi Joseph, good Rabbi Joseph, ask the soldiers what 


that poor boy has done that they chain him like a wild beast! 
JOSEPE: Your prisoner is young, centurion! 
SOLDIER: Aye. But in the galleys welll make him older fast. I've seen 


beardless boys with white hair chained to the oars! 


SOLDIERS: (LAUGH) 

3EN EUR: (FAINTLY... VOICE COMING UP) Water! In the name of pity ~ 
water: 

SOLDIER: . (JEERINCIY) You'll have enough of water before you're through 


rowing the seas, assassin! 
JOSEPH: Assassin? Surely not that boy! Ee has a good face! 
SOLDIER: In the streets of Jerusalem, day before yesterday he flung a tile 


from his fathers rooftop on the noble Graccus, nearly killing 


him! 
CROWD: (AD LIB) He did! How awful] And he is so young! 
BEN HUR: Water! One drop of watert 
SOUND: (SAWING OF WOOD STOPS) 
lst WOMAN: (ASIDE) Youtre taller. Can you see what's happening, Rachel? 
ond WOMAN: That young carpenter in Joseph's shop laid down his saw and is 


filling a pitcher at the well,,.Now he is holding it to the 


prisoner's lips for him to drink. 
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lst WOMAN: Oh, yes ~ I know whom you mean, <A young man with such kind 
eyes. What is his name? 
end WOMANS Jesus, Jesus of Nazareth... 


wold 3 TRANSITION AND BSEIND 


NARRATOR? Quintus Arrius, Roman Tribune was an ambitious man. If he re~ 
turned to Rome triumphant from his errand of sweeping the 
Mediterranean free of pirates he would be given higher office 
and greater honors, Therefore, with the pirate fleet on the 
distant horizon he had come below decks on the galley to make 
sure that everything was in readiness for the coming battle. 
One of the slaves, a young man with splendid body and a proud 
sensitive face, attracted his attention and he spoke to the 
hortator about him, The hortator was the man who sat ona 
raised platform and beat the sounding board to which the rowers 


kept time, 


SOUND: (FADE IN SOUND OF OARS AND RHYTHMIC BEATING OF SOUNDING BOARD) 
ARRIUS: Number sixty is different from the other slaves. 

HORTATOR: Yes, Noble Arrius! 

ARRIUS: Who is he? 

HORTATOR: I don't know, He is our best rower. Further than that I know 


naught about him, 

ARRIUS: There is a story behind that facel 

HORTATOR: And a quick mind. He begged me once to change him alternately 
from the right to the left of the galley. 

ARRIUS: Why? 


HORTATOR: So that he might not become misshapen like so many rowers, 


ARRIUS; 


SOUND s 


ARRIUS; 


BEN HUR: 


ARRIUS: 


22N HUR; 


ARRIUS: 
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(FADING) I will speak with him, 

(CREAKING OF OARLOCKS...SWISH OF WATER UP... BOOM OF SOUNDING 
BOARD FADES INTO DISTANCE) 

(COMING UP) Number sixty, the hortator tells me you are his 
best rower, 

The hortator is kind, 

Have you seen much service? 

Time is hard to reckon down here, But I think it is about three 
years. 

Few men bear this hard labor a year without breaking! 

The nobel Arrius dces not consider that sometimes even a galley 
slave may have a reason for living. I have two, 

What are they? 

A motner and a sister, 

I seem to know your face. Yet I have never seen you before. 
Who are you? 

Before I was a number I had a name. My father was a prince of 
Jerusalem, Ithamar of the House of Hur, 

(WITH A CRY) The son of Ithamar Ben Hur, here in the galleys} 
For a crime I did not commit! 

Your father was my friend. 

(PASSIONATELY) Then in memory of the old friendship tell me 
of my mother and little Tirzah} Oh, noble Tribune, tell me 

if they are living, Three years ~ and in all that time not a 


word, not a whisper of their fate! I hear them call me in my 
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VOICES: 


PRIUS: 


ARIUS: 
SOUND: 


VOICES: 


ANOTEER VOICE: 


sleep! I see them on the water walking! I cannot die until I 
know that they are safe! 

(OFF MIKE SHOUTS) The pirates! The Pirates} 

We shall speak of this later! I must go on deck, But if I 
survive this battle I shall not forget you... 

One favor more, Noble Tribune, Let them not fasten me to my 
post with leg irons! 

(CALLING) Unshackle Number sixty! 

(CLANK OF CHAIN) 

(OFF MIKE...SHOUTING) Bring fire balls! Bring casks of 
turpentine! 


(SHOUTING) Full speed at the oars! 


EORTATOR: (SOUNDING MIGHTY BLOW) Keep time! Keep time! 

VOICES: (SHOUTS FAR OFF MIKE) 
(CRASHING OF SHIPS) 

SLAVES: (AD LIB) Oh, we will be killed} We'll drown like rats! 

HORTATOR: (STRIKING SOUNDING BOARD) Row! Row! 

SOUND: (ANOTHER CRASE) 

SLAVE? The ship is sinking! 

SLAVS: The oars are crushing us! I am dying! 

SOUND: (FRENZIED STRIKING OF BOARD AND SHOUTS) 

BEN HUR: Where's Arrius? Wnere!s the Tribune? He must not drown, or 
Ben Hur's last hope is gone! (OFF MIKE CALLING) Arrius! Noble 
Tribune! 

MUSIC: (MARTIAL UP AND BEHIND) 


Bi 
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NARRATOR: With the galley sinking beneath him Ben Hur seized a plank and 
struck away from the wreckage. A hand came up from the depths, 
clutching wildly at the empty air. He seized it and drew a 
drowning man onto his plank, He looked into the ghastly blood- 
less face and gave a cry of joy... 

SOUND: (SWISHING OF WATER THROUGHOUT SCENE) 

REN HUR: Arrius! It is a miracle! 

ARRIUS? (GASPING) Why did you save me? Quirtus Arrius cannot go back 


REN HUR: 


to Rome ~ beaten! Let it be said... that I went down honorably 
with my ship! 
The battle is not yet lest, Noble Tribune! Your other ships 


press the pirates hard! 


SOUND: (CRASEING) 

VOICES: ( SHOUTS OFF MIKE) 

BEN HUR: Ah, a ship is coming toward us} I can see her now through the 
smoke --- 

ARRIUS; Do you see her flag? 

BEN HUR: No, but she has a helmet on her mast! 

ARRIUS: She must be Roman! 


BEN HUR: 


Arrius, wave your hand! Bring them quickly! (SHOUTING) 


Hola! to the rescue! To the rescue! To the rescue of the 


Tribune} 

VOICE: (OFF MIKE) Is Arrius there? By Jupiter - lower a boat for 
the Tribune! 

REN EUR: (CALLING) How goes the battle? 
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VOICE: (OFF MIKE CALLING) Victory is ours} 
ARRIUS: I'll take the figurekeads from the pirate ships back to Rome 


in triumph, Thank your God, son of Eur, as I thank my many 


gods! 
BN HUR: ~—-VYOU Mean. se 
ARRIUS: I have no sons. I will make you my son. You shall have my 


riches after me, 

32N HUR; It's too much to believe. 

ARRIUS: You saved my life just now, If I save yours from the living 
death of the galleys what will you do with it, Ben Hur’? 

3EN HUR? First, find my mother and my sister if I can... 


Afterwards... 


APRIUS: Yes, afterwards, what? 

BEN HUR: (EXULTANTLY) Find Messala. 

ARRIUS: Messala -- is he your friend? 

BEN HUR: (EXULTANTLY) Dearer to me than any friend ~ he is my enemy! 
MUSIC: (UP AND BEEIND) 

NARRATOR: For five years, Ben Hur remained in Rome, as the adopted son of 


Quintus Arrius., In those five years he perfected himself in 

all the arts of the arena and of war, to be ready when the time 
came for his vengeance. The death of his foster father made him 
wealthy and set him free to return to his own country. Every 
search that he had made deepened the conviction that his mother 
and sister were lost forever, And then, at last, he finds two 


things awating him ~ love and vengeance. Two pairs of eyes 


13 


Digitized by Google 


SCUND: 


ZARRATOR: 


BEN EUR: 


IPAS: 
EEN HUR: 
IRAS: 


BSN EUR: 
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meeting his, The flashing beautiful glance of Iras, the Egyptian 
girl and the amazed haughty stare of Messala as he recognizes 
the man who caught his horses! bridles when his chariot would 
have ridden down Iras and her father. 

(FADE IN RACING CHARIOTS AND HORSES IN BG) 

The scene is the arena where the contestants are practicing for 
the great chariot race to be held a few days hence, As Messala 
thundered on, Ben Hur heard a woman's voice, sweet as a CareSS... 
(FADE) 

(CHARIOTS IN BG UP JUST A LITTLE.,.LOTS OF UMPH! ) 

You have served my father and me well today, noble youth| 

It was nothing! 

Only strong arms could have held those flying hoof's from us{ 
(BITTERLY) They should be strong. They spent three years at 
work which strengthens arms, 

You ought to be driving a chariot in this race, 

Is that man one of the contestants? ~ who almost ran you down? 
Yes. That is Messala, the Roman. They say he is sure to win, 
(BITTERLY) Yes ~ I remember. Rome always wins. If I only 
had horses,..} 

Shiek Ilderim whose tents my father and I are visiting seeks 

a charioteer for his four Arab steeds. I will speak to him of 
you if you like} 

Arabs! I have driven Arab horses, from the stables of Caesar! 
They are the glory of the desert, but they need a firm and 


tender hand, 
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BEN HUR: 


HARRATOR: 


VOICES: 
VOICES: 


WOMAN: 


MAN: 


ond MAN: 


Sra MAN: 


ond MAN: 
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Seek us tonight in the Great Orchard of Palms beyond the gates. 
You shall have a welcome sweet with the flavor of gratitude! 
The gratitude will be mine if you persuade the shiek to let 
me drive his chariot! 

You wish to win the prize of ten thousand sesterii? 

No, no! If I take the course it will not be for money} 
(SOFTLY) Perhaps you would find favor in the sight of some 
woman, noble youth, 
Will you cheer for me, if I drive, beautiful stranger? 

I will pray to the gods of Egypt for your victory. Farewell 
till tonight, 

(EORSES HOOFS GOING) 

UP_AND BEHIND 
The great day of the race has come, Every seat in the immense 
amphitheatre has been filled since midnight by a shouting crowd 
that looks down upon the contestants parading in review. 
(CHORUS) Messala! Hail the Roman! 

(CHORUS) Ben Hur! Ben Hur! 
Ah, by Baccus, but Messala is handsome! And his chariot. is 
splendid ~ all gold and ivory! 
Jupiter grant he wins ~ I have a fortune wagered on him, 
(SHRILLY) A hundred shekels on the Jew! 
Nay, be not rash, the sons of Jacob have not much skill in 
sports! 


But look what an arm he hast 
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VOICES: 
VOICES: 


CROWD: 


KAN: 


CROWD: 


OTHER VOICES; 
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Yes, and he's even handsomer than the Roman! 

All the same they say Messala has. bet his entire fortune on 
himself! 

(TRUMPETS... DISTANT) 

(AD LIB CHEERING) 

They're lining up for the start! 

What beauties those Arab horses are, every one as white as ivory! 
How they rear and plunge! I'd hate to fall under those hoofs] 
(TRUMPET BLAST...DISTANT ) 

(SHOUTING OF CROWD...AD LIB) There they go! They're off! 
(OFF MIKE,..TEUNDER OF HOCFS) ~ 

(CHORUS: ) Messala draws ahead! 
(CHORUS) Jove with us! Jove with us! 
(CRASH OFF MIKE) 

(AD LIB) Oh, the Athenian is down! They're dragging him off! 
(WOMEN SCREAM) 

(OFF MIKE THUNDER OF HOOFS) 

(SERILLY ABOVE TEUNDER) The third lap! And still Messala 
leads $ 

(SHOUTING ABOVE ROAR OF CROWD) Loose the Arabs, Jew! Give 
them full rein! 

Messala} Messalal 

Ben Hur! 

(THUNDER CF EORSES HOOFS) 

Speed thee Jew! 


(AD LIB) Well done! Take the wall now! 
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The last lap} Oh, I am dying of excitement! 

Look, Ben Hur is drawing up! 

(CRACK OF WEIP ABOVE HOCTS) 

(OFF MIKE) Now ~ my beauties! Remember the desert! The tribe 
is waiting for you. Well done! Well done! 

(CALLING) Take care, Messala! Oh, Hercules, save him! 

(OFF MIKE CRASE) 

(ROAR OF CROWD FADING) 

What happened? Who won the race? Did Ben Eur humble his enemy 
in this public place? Did Ben Hur ever find his mother and 
Tirzah? Did his path ever again cross that of the carpenter's 
boy who held a pitcher to the lips of a galley slave? Those 

of you who have read Ben Hur once will want to re-read it and 
refresh your memory of its wonders. If you have never read it, 
ask your own public library for this book, and others by the 
Same author, 

UP.. SEGUE INTO "MEMORIES" AND UNDER 
Next nesk thörcecssa rnissu (rO) Of thoisrisereseni irri sa 
(school, college or camp) will bring you the life and work of 
another famous writer., Next week it!S....s.scoecococoscocesooo 
B a E a E E e a TEE (COBY) 


same time, same station, 


MUSIC: (UP TO FINISE) 


' ANNOUNCER: 


This is SUA VOM oe. irre Sao sore eee te 
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DOOR" Production Notes No. 11 


Mature man, kindly manner, cultured diction. Tired voice, 

but grows enthusiastic, then tender and loving at the end. 
The same type woman as her husband is a man. She has an in- 
spirational quality that must make the hearer love her as 

does her husband, The end of the scene can be very effective, 
if these players can give to it the tender affection and 
understanding that comes to a couple who have lived and worked 
together happily for years. 

A young girl of eighteen or twenty. She is bright and cheer- 
ful and loving, yet with the ability to show the plaintive 
emotion in her voice that seems the gift of the Jewish race -~ 
or is it their misfortune? 

A young man, slightly older than his sister. He shows a 
natural resentment, in this first scene, against the Romans, 
and Messala in particular, He is naturally of an ambitious, 
forceful nature. Do not try to show by even the slightest 
accent that these characters are Jewish, as tnis may cause 
undesirable comedy. Perhaps the background of unexpressed 
patnos in their voices can give you something, but this is 

an elusive quality to attempt even by implication. Ben Hur 
must be an actor able to show development in age and philos- 
ophy through the years which ensue, 

An older woman, loving and gentle, but wrought up by the treat 


ment of the Roman guards. 
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A Roman officer, Terse, commanding. Voice should be deeper 
than Ben Hur's, Ee is the villain, 

A rough, deep~voiced character, Middle aged. 

An old man of beautiful voice, kindly and sympathetic. He is, 
of course, the Biblical Joseph who was the husband of Mary, 
the mother of Christ. 

Middle aged voice, interested and curious, She should read 
the lines assigned to 2nd woman, page 8, as well, 

A younger woman, with a contrasting voice, 

A Roman Tribune ~ middle aged, dignified, used to commanding} 
but also a reasonedle and kindly man, 


A lesser officer, wio beats time for the rowers. He should 
3 


have a deep voice, but less cultured sneech than that of Arrius, 


These appear in various scenes during the program, About six 
men of varying azes and vocal qualities will be needed for the 
crowd effects end occasional individual speeches assigned to 
thene 

"A woman's voice, sweet as a caress", the script says, That 
description should suffice, 

The people used in other scenes may double into this Chariot 
Race scene, or another group of about five men and five women 
may be used. Try to get as much contract in vocal quality as 
possible, although the fact that imaginative actors, able to 
make the listener actually see the race, is far more important 
than is any individual characterization, More will be said of 


this in General Production Notes. 
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Page 2: These sounds have been explained before, and snould be simple 
to do. 

Page 6: (CRASH OFF MIKE...UPROAR) The crash is that of a heavy tile 
falling on a man, the man falling from his horse, and the horse 
pawing and neighing in fright. As these are well off mike, a 
little experimenting with a rock or brick thrown at a pillow, 
various horses! hoofs, aman falling down, and the whole partly 
covered by crowd noises in excitement ənd surprise, will give 
you the effect desired, Rememver, not too close to mike, 

Page 6: (OFF MIIS CRASZING OF WOOD) The door is being broken down, 
The use of a door, pushing against it until it finally breaks, 
the climax being the crushing of berry boxes, has been de~ 
scribed before, 

Page 8: (SAWING AS BACKGROUND) Merely a board being sawed ~ not too 
heavy, in background until cue to stop on page 8. 

Page 9: (FADE IN SOUND OF OARS AND REYTHMIC BEATING OF SOUNDING BOARD) 
he sound of oars in oar-locks of wood can be simulated by 
twisting or turning one piece of wood on another. Most of the 
central studios have a small slab of wood with a stick attached 
to it by one end. When the other end is pressed firmly and 
swung back and forth, a rhythmic sound of oars can be made. 
This should be done in unison with the beating on a padded 
board with a mallet. This should be kept up until cue on page 10 


when the beating should fade a little, the creaking of oars 
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should become louder, and a rhythmic swishing of water in a tub 
should be added. 

Page ll: (CRASHING OF SHIPS) and (ANOTHER CRASH) Although these sounds 
are slightly off mike, they must be heavy enough to sound as 
though two large ships have collided. A combination of large 
boxes being broken, smaller berry boxes crushed, and a judicious 
use of a drum, hit a couple of times, with the hand held on the 
membrane to prevent too much reverberation, will give the effect. 

Page 12: (SWISHING OF WATER THROUGHOUT SCENE) Water in a tub stirred 
irregularly througnout scene will give effect of water lapping 

around board to which characters cling, 

Page 14: ) (FADE IN RACING CHARIOTS AND HORSES IN BG) The chariot race 

and follow-) 

ing: ) is continuous from this point on, and should fade and come up 
on cue as they race around from the near to the far side of 
the arena. The sounds are primarily those of horses and wagon 
as done before, but several sets must be used, and the thunder- 
ing of hoofs, rumbling of wheels, and creaking of chariots must 
be impressive in quality, though not heavy enough to drown out 
voices except when so indicated, 

Page 16: (CRASH OFF MIKE) Experiments should be made with box crashes 
something like used for crash of ships, with jumoled hoof sounds 
for a moment, but the rest of chariots going on. Same again on 
Page 17, 

GENERAL PRODUCTION NOTES: 

In the chariot scene, only those voices wnich are "on mike" are 


indicated, but there must be a constant low background of voices 
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calling and cheering as the race proceeds, Fade this down as 
chariots draw near to side of ring where mike is, and indi- 
vidual voices on mike come up. Hard work on the technical 
aspects of this scene is needed, but will bring results that 


are gratifying. 


ee 


-- This book may be kept 


4909738537 


ny 


tee . 
he de eee be 


“44% tr 
siebie amt 
Pis Hirpa 


os T 
POSLITE 


v "ir oe 
acme yi wa ejen E 
Mn ANCEN Dia 


Ay 


TL 


b890973853 


